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FOREWORD 


Nearly all these stories have been, taken from 
the plays of Euripides, though for Prometheus 
and JTor Agameninon I have followed Aeschylus 
and some other sources. 

R.W. 
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PROMETHEUS 


A ccording to the old stories thej^ods them- 
selves, like men, have changed and alteeed. 
Just as men were once wild and savage, and 
just as they struggled amongst themsejves, and 
still struggle, for power, and supremiHfcy, so, at the 
very beginning of things there was warfare and 
enmity af.vl decei[^ ".rnong the gods. Even Zeus 
did not establish himself without difficulty; nor 
was he always perfectly wise and good. Not 
evelyone believes these eitly stories, and there 
are some who say that it is wrong to tell such 
stories at zfll; for how can we believe that •the 
gods ever did things which men themselves would 
be ashamed to do? However the stories are still 
told. One of them concerns the anger of Zeus 
with the good Titan, Prometheus, the friend .. id 
benefactor of mankind. But to understand this 
story Jt fsjnecessary, first to go hack to the very 


beginning of ‘all things. 

First of all, they say, was Chaos, a wide-open 
yawning space, something in which it was im- 
possible for any thing to be separated from or 
combined with an)- other thing; for jndeed there 
were no things at all. But from Chaos there came 
Gaia, the Earth, the Mother of all things. And 
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14 THE VENGEANCE ‘OF THE GODS 

Gaia created from herself Ouranos, the great 
vault of the starry Heaven, to enfold her and to 
be her equal and her mate. Many chfrdren were 
bom to Gaia and to Ouranos. First was the 
whole ractf of the Titans, - father Oceanus, whose 
salt streams encircle the world, great lapetus* who’ 
was the father of Prcfitnetheus, and many others; 
youngest of^whom and most cunning was Cronos. 
And apart from these Gaia bore a monstrous 
brood, the huge Cyclopes, who had one eye in 
the middle of their foreheads, arid great creaturesr 
of enormous •strength, the. giants, e’ach of whom 
had fifty heads and a hundred arms. 

As for Ouranos, from the very first hd hattd all 
his children. As soon as they were bom, he hid 
them away in the depths of the earth and would 
not allow any one of*them to see the light. *So 
they were restrained as it were in the ’very 
body of their mother and both the^ and their 
mother were angry. Then Gaia herself thought 
out a cmel plan. Out of her own body she formed 
a hard metal, either iron or flint, and from this 
she made a sharp sickle. Ifhen she spoke to her 
sons and asked them to avenge her on Ouranos, 
so as to cut him off entirely fjom her, synce it was 
he first who had done such shameful deeds and 
had imprisoned them from the light of day. But 
the sons all feared their father, all except Cronos 
who said to Gaia, ‘Mother, I will undertake to 
do this thin^ since I care nothing for our father, 
whose name I hatej anc^ it was Ke first who did 
wrong.’ 
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So Cronos took the sickle and when at night 
Ouranos came down from Heaven, to lie with his 
bride the fiarth, he waitecf for him in ambush 
and with this sickle he cut off from him his male 
parts, and hurled them from him into the sea. 
Now 'from the wound the drops of blood which 
fell upon the earth were fertile and out of them 
sprang the terrible goddesses, the Erinyes who 
pursue with vengeance all those who are guilty 
of shedding a father’s or a mother’s blood; and 
from the sea into ^hich fell the outraged jnembers 
of Ouranos th'ere arose,, from the verf foam of the 
sea, a great goddess, lovely and powerful, the 
laughtci-Jj ving Aphrodite, who has her hold over 
the hearts of gods and men. Out of the sea sprang 
her immortal body and she came first to the 
island of Cythera and from ’there* to Cyprus, and 
around her white feet the grass grew green and 
sweet flowdrs opened in their blossoms. Desire 
and Longing went with her, and she took at once 
her great place amongst th‘e powers that be. 

As for Ouranos, ‘he withdrew to the Heaven 
which he had named. His sons, he said, had done 
a dreadful deed and this would not go unpunished. 

And noiJI^ Cronos l{,ecame King among the gods; 
but it had been revealed to him by his mother, 
Gaia, that he w.3.s destined to lose his sovereignty 
and to be overthrown by one of his own sons. 
Cronos did his best, but unavailingly, to guard 
against this event. His wife was the Titaness 
Rhea and she *bore to ^im .great children, the 
goddesses Hestia, Demeter and Hera and the goc}$ 
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Hades, Poseidon and Zeus. Cronos, fearing the 
future, had no wish for any of his children to 
exist and, as soon as they were born, 'while they 
were still in swaddling clothes, he took them 
from their mother and swallowed them. . This 
cruelty was something which their mother, Rhea; 
could not bear, and When the time came for her 
to give birth to Zeus, her youngest child, she 
determined to outwit her husband. And so, 
instead of giving Cronos the child, she gave him 
a large stone wrapped round in Swaddling clothes 
and it was this stone which CronOs swallowed, 
thin ki ng that it was his own son. Meanwhile 
Zeus was being secretly brought up in “che island 
of Crete. Gaia herself took charge of him and 
instructed him in the arts of seizing power. So, 
after time had passed''and Zeus had grown to his 
full strength, he fell upon his father Cronos and 
bound him ^with chains, overcomiftg him by 
superior force and by superior cunning. He forced 
him to' disgorge from 'his belly all those children 
whom he had previously swallowed down, and 
first out came the stone which Cronos had be- 
lieved to be Zeus himself. This stone was set 
down in Delphi and in later times was’ceverently 
anointed by the Delphians with oil.<- 

And now, in place of Cronos, Zeus, with his 
great brothers and sisters, ruled. Not only did 
Zeus free the children of Cronos and Rhea, but 
also those nionstrous creatures) children of Gaja 
and Ouranos, whom Ovyranos had imprisoned in 
tJie deep places of the earth. And these son§ of 
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Heaven were grateful to him arid gave him the 
lightning and thunder, weapons by which he 
could ^confirm his supremacy. 

Still, however, there were quarrels among the 
gods, and among the children of the*gods, and 
still tTie house of Zeus was not so firmly established 
that it was unshakeable. There were still among 
the^old Titans those who preferred .the rule of 
Cronos to that of Zeus; there were still the great 
giants and earth-born creatures who, in their 
immense strength, believed that brute fqfce could 
never be resisted and that sheer wdight and size 
were more important than skill, intelligence and 
cunning. ‘So, against Titans and giants, Zeus and 
the newer gods had to fight in order to preserve 
their power and authority. And in these fights 
it IS said that Zeus was greatly helped by the 
advice of the Titan Prometheus, the cleverest of 
all his rac5, to whom his mother Gaia had 're- 
vealed the truth that in the future victory would 
not go to ignorant force or to might but to those 
who were able to think and to plan ahead. 

And so in the end the empire of Zeus «<■ \s 
firmly established. The dreadful monsters wno 
had refused to subijiit to him were either des- 
troyed by his* thunderbolts or bound and fettered 
underground. The other gods had their appointed 
places and, though the^ might quarrel amongst 
themselves, none of theift would venture to oppose 
t^e will of Zeus. * But Zeus, as is t^e way with 
those w'ho have newly risen* to power, was still 
jealous of others, still determined to insist upon 
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his authority. Ih particular he was most grudging 
in his gifts to men a^d it was here that he came 
into conflict with the wise Titan Prometheus who 
had helped him to gain his position of absolute 
supremacy. 

There are many different stories told as to how 
men themselves camfe into being. Some say that 
they appez^red lying on the ground under the ash 
trees and so were, in some sense, the children of 
the nymphs who are the guardian spirits of those 
trees. According to others they \^ere formed insidd 
the earth by’the gods out ©f earth ahd fire and all 
the elements that can b6 mixed with them. It is 
said too that they were actually ^created 6y Prome- 
theus himself. However this may be, it is agreed 
that in the beginning man was a weak, ignorant 
and defenceless creatifre. 

But Prometheus, for some reason of his own, 
loved this weak and pitiful race. He saw them 
living like animals in caves, adapting themselves 
as best they could to each day that came,^and he it 
was who taught them how to distinguish the seasons, 
one from another, how to follow the risings and 
the settings of the stars, the beginning of civili- 
sation. He taught them ho\v to use mimbers and 
how to form letters to serve as signs for the sounds 
they made in speech and so finally to become the 
means by which knowledge could be recorded 
and the beauty and strength of thought and feel- 
ing be madp to last for ever. *He told them tjje 
way to tame wild animals, cattle and horses and 
dogs, so that they might relieve man’s burjlen 
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and help him in his work. He showed the sailors 
how to build boats^ that could float upon the 
waters and be carried forward on wings pf sails. 
He taught them the meaning of the. behaviour of 
birds and^f their flight, so that by observing them 
they might know the future. In word. It was 
Prometheus who gafe men every art and every 
science ; aijd finally he gave them the gift of fire. 
According to one story Prometheus stole the fire 
from the island of Lemnos where stood the forge 
and workshop of Hephaestus, the master, crafts- 
man among^the gods; according tb other stories 
he took the fire from the very hearth of Zeus 
himself on Olympus and brought it to* may con- 
cealed in the hollow stem of a plant. 

Now Zeus was a jealous god. He grudged men 
all the gifts that Profttetheus had given them 'and 
he was angry with Prometheus for granting to 
these wretched creatures of an hour the ability to 
shape their lives into something better and to raise 
their thoughts up to* the heaven itself. And so 
when he found that Prometheus had* given to 
man this final gift of fire, he burst out into un- 
controllable rage. He ordered his two invincible 
servants. Power and Violepce, to sdj^e Prome- 
theus and to carry him to the highest peak of the 
dreadful Caucasus. There amopg the crawling 
glaciers, beneath the lashing hail and winds of 
storm, or, in the summer time, shelterless against 
the scorching heat of the sun, 'Prometheus was to 
be bound fast with 4mbi;eakable chains. The task 
.pf making these massive 
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them upon the victim’s body was ‘given to Heph- 
aestus, and, though Hephaestus shrank from the 
dreadfal deed of so torturing a brother god, he 
feared the power of Zeus and did not dare to 
disobey. Indeed he hated the skill ofTiis hand, 
but he was fijrced to use it^and so he flung the 
hard chains around the immortal body of Prome- 
theus and, with great blows of his hammer, nailed 
and fastened him to the towering rocks. ,He 
groaned as he did^this work, for he pitied the good 
Titan ; but the servants of Zeus, Power and Vio- 
lence, merely mocked him for his weak spirit and 
hurled their insults at Prometheus himself. ‘You 
did gfiod to men’,* they said, ‘against the will of 
Zeus. Now see if there is any help to be found in 
merj.’ And they taunted ^im with his name, 
whicl^ means ‘Forethought’? ‘You will need more 
forethought ^than you have,’ they sajjl, ‘if you are 
ever to break out again into freedom from these 
eternal chains.’ , 

But neither to them nor to Hephaestus did 
Prometheus speak a* word, and so they left him 
nailed against the mountain side, a god torturge 
at the han^s of gods. And as for Prometheus, 
though hi» body was chained to the rocks, his 
mind remained stubborn and unconquered. Zeus 
had the power to control his body in unbreakable 
fetters, but not Zeus himself could alter or subdue 
his fixed and steady mind and persuade him that 
there was anything in this punishment but black 
ingratitude and base injustidfe. Zeus owed the 
ver)< power he wielded to the help given him by- 



22 THE VENGEANCE OF THE GODS 

Prometheus; nor had Prometheus ever rebelled 
against the power of Zeus; his only crime had 
been to help mortal men to escape from saTvagery 
and to raise themselves, by knowledge, higher 
than the beasts. , 

Now there were many of the gods who pitied 
Prometheus and among these was the Titan, 
Father Oocanus, who surrounds the world -with 
his' life-giving stream. He left the self-made caves 
of rock in which he lived and came up to earth to 
give Prometheus the best advice he could, urging 
him to make his submission to Zeus. ‘For Zeus,’ 
he said, ‘has absolute power, and it is, useless to 
fight against it. Whether you zere right or Wrong, 
it will make no difference. Surely it is better to 
relax your anger ai\d to speak humbly to pne 
who is more powerful^than you are. And, ‘iF only 
you will do this, I myself will go to Zeus and will 
beg him to forgive you and the other gods will 
join me in their prayers.’ 

But Prometheus would have none of this inter- 
vention, which seemed to him both disgraceful 
and useless. Zeus, he considered, was behaving 
like some dictator, whose lust for pow^r was forc- 
ing him beyond the limits*. Zeus had already 
destroyed many of the older gods and for these 
now Prometheus began to feel pity. There was 
his own brother. Atlas, who, by the will of Zeus, 
stood in the regions of the west,and carried on his 
vast shoulders the whole weight of the heavens,* a 
difficult burden wMch he could never shake off. 
And there was the great hundred-headed momter 
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Typhon, the child of Heaven and* Earth, who had 
been blasted to ruin by the thunderbolt of Zeus 
and now fey, a useless frame, beneath the roots 
of Etna, though still his anger boiled and the hot 
heaving of his breath would, from tinfte to time, 
■force* fire and molten rock into the air and devas- 
tate all the fields of smiling* Sicily. And so Prom- 
etheus told Occanus to beware lest, ifjie took the 
side of one of the older gods, some such a fate as 
this ijiighl fall upon him too. As for himself, he 
•said, no power aftdmo pain would ever Tgiake him 
bow the knee *to the tyrant of the god#. For century 
after century Zeus mi^it hurl fresh pain upon 
him "but* would .never conquer his unyielding 
spirit. Nor was Zeus himself secure for ever in his 
power. For, just as Ouranos had given way to 
Cronos and Cronus himselt^ad been overmastered 
by Zeus, so, said Prometheus, there was a moment 
fixed in the* hidden and distant future when Zeus, 
if he made a certain marriage, would become the 
father of a son rnightier tlian himself, one who 
would laugh at lightning and thunderbolts, sinc.e 
he would possess a weapon far greater than the.s<c, 
and who, with a motion of the hand would brush 
aside the.*great trident of Poseidon, the earth- 
shaker. Prometheus who was wise with the wis- 
dom of his mother Earth, knew the secret of this 
wedding and who it w,as, if ever she became the 
bride of Zeus, that wa# destined to bear a child 
more powerful th’an the present supreme ruler of 
gods and men. But, said Prometheus, he would 
neyer reveal this secret - never, until he w.^ 
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released from these chains and restored to the 
honours he had before. Nor could any exercise 
of supreme power make him in any fnanaer of 
way alter his mind. 

So Oceanus returned to the deep sea caves 
where he lives remote from the quarrels of'gods 
in heaven and of meri on earth. He might have' 
wished thaj Prometheus could have been ^less 
unbending in his spirit, but he feared for h’mself 
if he were to do more in the matter. 

But ZeVs, who hears.everythin^, had heard the • 
words spokert by Prometheus and knew that in 
the possession of this chailied and helpless captive 
was a secret which, if it were not told, *might at 
some time or other, near or far, mean the end of 
his own powei and an ignominious fall. He could 
not bear to think that ^liyone could hold, or could 
be allowed to remain holding, an advantage over 
hint, and so he sent down from Olympus his 
messenger, the god Hermes, to that crag in the 
Caucasus where Prometheus stood chained. Her- 
mes came and delivered his message, which was 
that Prometheus' must tell at once that secret of 
which he had been boasting; if he did not, punish- 
ment far more fearful than aqy he had >cet known 
would come down upon him. 

But Prometheus treated both the message and 
the messenger with contempt. ‘I hate and des- 
pise’, he said, ‘your master Zeus, and I would 
rather be thq slave for ever to this bitter barreij 
rock than his trusted servant. I know the power 
of^Zeus and, though I may feel it, I do not fear jt. 
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Let him let loose upon me all the fires of his light- 
ning, all the blows of thuryder from above and 
beneath the earth. Let him mix earth and heaven 
together oven my head. Never, till I am released 
from these bonds, shall I reveal to him* the thing 
he wishes to know and the thing which will, in 
the end, plunge him downward from his dic- 
tatorship.’ 

Nor did any words that Hermes could speak 
have ^ny effect upon the Titan’s unbending pnde. 
‘Try’, Hcrrncs bc§gc*d him, ‘-to make youi;*thought 
follow the moaning of your position.* Be humble, 
since therr is no help. For, if you persist in re- 
fusing to *speak, Father Zeus will convulse this 
whole mountain with thunder and lightning. 
You will be buried in the depths of the earth and 
you will groan as the weigfit of the earth bears 
down upon you. And then, shattered and broken, 
you will be’brought up to the light of day; and 
now, every day, the winged hound of Zeus, his 
great eag]e, will you and every day »vill tear 
the flesh of your body into rags, feasting upor 
your liver and gnawing it black; and every nigjlji 
the flesh will grow again to be destroyed and torn 
to fragmewts as the yext day comes. There will 
be no end ever to lhe.se fearful pains, nor am I 
threatening anything that will not be done; for 
Zeus will bring every _^word I have spoken to 
actual fact.’ 

.But no threat and no certain kno\\ledge could 
turn the mind of Prometheus. ‘You have told 
me’, he said, ‘nothing that I did not know already,. 
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The hound of Zfeus may tear my body into shreds; 
my frame may be brpken and shattered beneath 
earthquakes and falling skies; my miftd remains 
immortal and unsubdued.’ 

So Hertnes departed hurriedly, lest he might 
find himself involved in that terrible convulsion' 
of nature that he kn^w was now to fall upon the 
mountain jvhere still Prometheus stood to 9hal- 
lenge a superior power. And soon indeed came 
the crashing and reverberation of thundep, the 
the roai*,and howling of wind^, the quaking of 
the earth arid the loose-flung torches and solid 
sheets of burning and cbrroding lightning. Yet 
in this shattering storm and» conflagration of 
nature Prometheus, flung from wave to wave 
of terror, pierced by the jagged rocks and over- 
loaded by the pressing weight of mountain 
ranges, never altered for one moment the fixed 
resolution of a mind determined to fesist. Nor, 
later, when his mangled body was restored to the 
upper air, 'did he weaken beneath the pain as 
every day the eagle of Zeus ’ came to feed upon 
his flesh. Every* night the flesh was renewed and 
every day there was reiterated pain. Yet still 
Prometheus kept his secret ajid still, in'jthe face of 
unending persecution, defied the supreme power. 

How could this story end except in the fulfil- 
ment of the threat which, Prometheus had made, 
or else in some alteration in the character of 
either Zeus pr Prometheus or both? It seems thjit 
it was this latter thing that happened. It seems, 
though this is a hard thing to say of gods, th^t 
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Zeus, as he grew older in power, grew wiser and 
more merciful ; and it may be too that Prometheus 
himself, th*ougH he lost nothing of his resolution, 
may have relaxed something of his pride. What 
is certain is that some form of persilasion was 
found to intervene betweep these mighty anta- 
gonists. Prometheus was freed and freed by the 
son .of Zeus, Hercules, who climbed the high 
Caucasus and, after shooting down the eagle .\^ith 
his arrows, released the great Titan from his 
‘chains. And Proftietheus revealed the secret 
which he had kept so long and through such 
suffering.?. It was that if Zeus, as he was minded 
to def, were to marry the sea-goddess, silver-footed 
Thetis, then she w'ould bear a son stronger than 
thq father. And so Zeus ^nd t\ie other blessed 
gods, betrothed I'hetis to*a mortal, fearing the 
event if she were to marry one ot them. They 
chose for her husband the great king of Thessaly, 
Peleus, and by him, as is w,ell known, she became 
the mother of the greatest warrior of all men who 
lived upon the earth, though he died very young, 
the fleet-footed Achilles. 

As for ^eus and for Prometheus, their quarrel 
was over.* Each had, in a manner, submitted to 
the other, and, though differences still arose among 
the blessed gods, never again was there to be any 
struggle in heaven for supreme power. 
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W HERE the walls of the citadel of Athens 
look northwards there is a steep rocky 
place that is called ‘the Long Clilfs’, and 
in these cliffs therfi is-a cave. Here, in very* ancient 
times, the god* Apollo committed a cYime against 
a mortal woman. The* woman, or rather the 
young girf^ was Cveusa, daughter of King Erech- 
theus of Athens. Apollo, with the overpowering 
strength of a god, surprised her and forced her, 
in spite of her tears and •Her unwillingness, to 
become his mate. So, ravished by the god, she 
conceived a* child and, when the time came fer 
her to give birth, she gave birth secretly so that 
only one or two of her most ’trusted servants knew 
of it. Then, since she was ashamed to have a 
child and not a husband, she wrapped the bab^ 
in swaddli^ clothes and put him in a cradle 
made, like, a basket, pf woven willow twigs. She 
set by his head golden ornaments in the shape of 
snakes, - such ornaments as were always worn in 
those days by members of the royal family of 
Athens, - and she carried the baby to that very 
c^ve in the Long tliffs where she ha4 been sur- 
prised and outraged by. Apollo. Here, though 
witl;^ a sad heart, she left the child, not knowing, 

31 
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whether he would be found and taken care of by 
some shepherd or traveller or whether he might 
become the prey of the wild beasts a^d the birds. 
But later she repented of what she had done and 
went back to the cave. She found it empty. -There 
was no sign either of the baby or of the cradle 
in which she had laid him. So she went away 
unhappy and gave him up for lost. 

Yet the child had not been devoured by wild 
beasts nor had he fallen into the hands of stran- 
gers. Apollo himself had taken him up in his 
cradle, just as he lay, and carried him to his own 
great sanctuary and teipplc at Delphi. He had 
set the cradle down inside the court of che temple 
and he had put it into the heart of the Pythia, 
his chief prophetess and the one who in her own 
voice declared his oracles, to find the baby and 
to bring him up as a servant of the god. So Ion 
(for this was the name given to ihe child of 
Creusa and Apollo) grew up in the temple to be 
a strong and beautiful young man and delighted 
in serving the great god who was, though he did 
not know it, his own father. The tasks which he 
had to do were tasks which gave him pleasure, 
for he worshipped Apollo in purity'o^ heart and 
thought of him as the source of all truth, all 
splendour and all perfection. 

So, with the first light of every day. Ion would 
rise and see that everything in the temple was in 
order. He would sprinkle over the floors the holy 
water taken from the springs of Castalia and with 
branches of the bay tree he would sweep and 
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clean the whole building. Thenj with his bow 
and arrows in his hand, he would sit in the bright 
sunlight ard would chase away any birds that 
might come to defile the temple’s golden roof or 
to snatch up some portion of the sacrifices. For 
from the high cliffs of Mount Parnassus which 
rise like a great wall to the-'sky behind the holy 
place the jackdaws and ravens would come 
cirelmg out with their harsh cries and, wheeling 
above them, would be the eagles and the vultures; 
while,* from the river valley below and the silver- 
green of innumerable olive trees, sometimes the 
white swans would come >flying with outstretched 
necks,towords the gorgeous habitation of the god. 
All these birds Ton would scare away with his 
arrows, keeping the temple pure and delighting 
in the care that he took to do So. Ke knew' nothing 
of his* own parents and, though he sometimes 
wondered who they could be, he vfas proud .V) 
be known as ‘the servant of Apollo’ and content 
with the life that he led. 

Yet he had a moft glorious fate in fron.; of him 
than he imagined, and he was to learn to know 
his parents, though the knowledge would gi\‘<i 
him pain ^ilG, in acquiring it, he was to run into 
danger. 

While Ion had been growing up at Delphi, his 
mother Creusa continued to live in Athens. After 
the death of her father^ King Erechtheus, the 
Athenians suffered much in war. From the 
neighbouring islhnd of Euboea great forces came 
against them, ravaging the countryside and de- 
o * 
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feating the Athenians themselves in battle. In 
the end, however, the Athenians found a man 
who was both a skilful general and ^ stout 
warrior, and under his leadership they drove 
back their enemies and were able once more to 
enjoy the pleasures of peace and power.- This 
man, whose name' was Xuthus, was not an 
Athenian himself, but an Achaean; yet he served 
the Athenians so well that they gave him as a 
reward the hand of Creusa, the King’s daughter, 
in mariiage. 

So for some time Xuthus and Creusa lived 
happily together. Only^one thing disturbed their 
happiness and this was that they had no children. 
At length Xuthus determined to consult the 
oracle of Apollo at Delphi, and he set out on the 
road northwai'd from Athens, taking his wife 
Creusa with him. Creusa herself was glad to go. 
Not that she loved the god Apollo, who had be- 
trayed her; but she wanted to bear children to 
rule in Athens and also she hoped, or half-hoped, 
that the oracle might reveal to her what had been 
the fate of that one child whom she had born in 
the past, though she had little enough hope that 
he survived anywhere on the earth.' ' 

It was Creusa who arrived first at Apollo’s 
shining temple of Delphi ; she had come ahead of 
her husband since he had delayed on the way in 
order to consult another oracle, the oracle of 
Trophonius, whose ancient and sacred place is 
in a rocky gorge at<the foot of the great mountain 
mass of Parnassus up which goes the road to 



JON 


35 

Apollo’s sanctuai^ at Delphi. It was by this road 
that Creusa travelled, with^her women servants 
and her arsned attendants, and, when they came 
in sight of Delphi itself they were amazed at the 
statues of gold and marble and bronze ^hat stood 
there; at the ghrines and altars set up by cities or 
by great men, and most of all, at the sight of 
Apollo’s own temple with its golden roof and the 
fiiire carvings in stone of the deeds of heroes and 
of gods. 

. But when CreiRa jsaw this temple, so gloriously 
built to showthe greatness of the g«)d, what she 
remembered was his violence against her and his 
treacherv,* and th^ tears fell from her eyes as she 
stood gazing at all this magnificence. And now 
her tears were interrupted by the voice of a young 
maft, the attendant at tho •gates* of the temple, 
who Was indeed her own son Ion, though she did 
not know this, nor did he know that he was ncav 
seeing his mother for the first time. He asked her 
in surprise why she was weeping, since to him 
the house* of Apollo* was a house of joy and peace. 
Creusa said that she wept because* of the misdeet^ ? 
done by the gods, but this was something whith 
Ion could pat imagine or understand. ‘All good- 
ness comes from the gods,’ he said. ‘How can the 
gods do evil?’ 

Then Creusa told him of the question which 
she wished to ask Apollo’s oracle. But, since she 
did not wish her otvn story to be known, she dis- 
guised the facts.* She said that she had a friend, 
one. of the women of Athens, who had borne a 
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child to the god Ap>ollo and who had then been 
deserted by him. This friend of hers, said Creusa, 
did not even know whether her child was alive 
or dead, though she feared that he was dead. She 
wanted the oracle to tell her just this, - was the 
child still living or had he been devoured by the 
wild beasts ? 

Ion was shocked and horrified both by the 
question and by the story which lay behind it. 
He could not believe that the great god, whose 
servant-he was and whom he worshipped in such 
purity of heart, could have done this injury to a 
mortal woman or allowed his own child to perish. 
‘This story of yours,’ he said to Creusa,'*‘is not one 
in which I myself can possibly have any faith, 
even though it seems that your friend has suc- 
ceeded in persuading' you to believe in it. But I 
am sure that the gods do not do such things. And, 
m'en if ther^ were any truth in the story, would 
not Apollo see to it that his son was safe and 
happy, perhaps in some place of his own far away 
from Athens ? However, in aiiy case the question 
which your friend wishes to ask cannot be asked 
here. Here we approach the god with reverence.’ 

Creusa saw that Ion would not 'help her to 
have her question put to the oracle of Apollo. 
While the young man had been speaking she had 
looked at him closely and had admired the beauty 
of his appearance and the grace and sincerity of 
his words. ^.Her own son, she “thought, if only he 
had lived would now l^e of the l^ame age as this 
young man and might have had just such a noble 
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look. She began to question him* as to who his 
parents were and from whart city he came. But 
when Ion fold ber his story - that he did not 
know his parents and that from childhood he had 
been ^brought up in the temple of Apollo - it 
still never entered her thoughts that here in front 
of her was the very child whom she imagined to 
be dead and hoped might, by some chance, be 
alive. Nor, of course, could Ion have gue^^ed 
that this lady, thj Queen of famous Athens, was 
his mother and that* his father was the gseat god 
whom he worshipped. 

And now, while they were still in conversation, 
Creusa’s husband, the warrior King Xuthus 
arrived. He had visited the oracle of Trophonius 
and, had then made haste, to fpllow his wife, 
since Jie had good news to* tell. The oracle had 
not given a full reply, since it wa% known that 
Xuthus was on his way to the prophetic place of 
Apollo. Only one sentence had been spoken and 
it was this: ‘Neithej you, !J^uthus, nor your wife 
Creusa will return childless from Delphi.’ 

Xuthus had been greatly heartened by thi= 
sentence and^ after he had greeted his wife and 
told her of^his good hopes, he asked to be allowed 
to go at once into the inner sanctuary so that he 
might consult the oracle of the god. So Creusa, 
with her women, retired to her place of lodging 
to await the news that her husband would bring ; 
and now she heyself felt her heart lightened, for 
she, just as much as XuthusJ wished to have a 
child who would rule in Athens after her death.* 
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As for Ion, he 'performed his task, which was to 
admit Xuthus into the inner sanctuary, and then 
he took up his usual position in ffbnt *of the 
temple gates. But now his spirit was unusually 
restless, for he had been disturbed by the 'story 
which Creusa had tqld him. Was it possible, he 
wondered, that it might be true ? And, if it were 
true, what was he to think of the gods? For, if 
the gods acted no better than sinful men, how 
could tljey deserve to be worsljipped? 

So he«sat still in the high mbuntain air, uneasily 
thinking to fiimself, when he was surprised once 
more by an event whicfi he could scarcely have 
imagined. For now the temple'gates were opened 
and Xuthus, with every expression of joy upon 
his face, came put ifto the bright sunlight and, 
seeing Ion, hurried towards him with outstretched 
arms, as though eager to embrace him. Ion, at 
tfie sight of the great warrior advancing upon 
him with such curioijs signs of affection, started 
back a paee. His first thought was that Xuthus 
had somehow Igst his wits, and he fitted an arrow 
to his bow, so that, if necessary, he would be able 
to defend himself. But Xuthus, stili,yvith a most 
joyful face, merely cried out‘to him: ‘Shoot at me, 
if you will; but, if you do shoot, you will be 
shooting your own father.’ At this Ion stood still 
in astonishment. Again* he felt convinced that 
Xuthus must be out of his mind; but Xuthus 
hastened to explain that for wha/. he said he had 
the authority of the god Apollo himself. He had 
■asked the oracle whether he could have children 
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and the oracle had replied that, not only would 
Apollo grant him children but that the first person 
he saw. on leaving the temple would be his son. 
It was Ion whom he had seen first and it was Ion 
therefore who was his son, 

• Indfeed it seemed impossible to doubt the words 
of the god, but still some mystery remained. ‘Who 
then can be my mother?’ Ion asked. But Xuthus 
was so delighted at having discovered a son, that 
he had not yet even given a thought to the subject 
of who the child ^ mother might be. AAd even 
now he was mdst uncertain, as indeechwas natural, 
considering that Ion was'not really his son at all. 
He could VvTi.iemhpr that in his youth, before he 
had married Creusa, he had once come to Delphi 
and had taken part in the nightly revels in honour 
of Bacchus, the god of win^ At these revels the 
worshippers are often drunk with wine and it 
sometimes happens that children are born after- 
wards without anyone having a very clear idea 
of how they came to be ebneeived. So now it 
seemed to Xuthus that perhaps some woman of 
Delphi, whose existence he had entirely forgotten, 
had been the mother of Ion and had secretly 
placed th^'nild in the temple of Apollo, where 
he had remained ever since. To Ion also this 
appeared to be the most likely explanation and, 
although he was saddened by the thought that he 
would never know who his mother was, he was 
glad to think that'he was not the sou of a slave, 
since only free-Korn women were allowed to take 
parj in the festivals of Bacchus, and he had ut. 
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least discovered (or he thought he had discovered) 
a father who was a great warrior and the ruler of 
Athens. 

As for Xuthus, he was so pleased with what 
had happened that he forgot a most important 
consideration which was that his .wife, Greusa, 
had also been promfsed a child. He was so full 
of his own joy that he scarcely thought of what 
her feelings would be when she discovered that, 
while he had a child whom he would make King 
of Athens, she herself, an Athenian bom, of the 
royal house,* was still childless. Ion was more 
quick than Xuthus to realise the difficulties that 
might lie ahead. He saw th^t not olily might 
Creusa hate him for taking a place that ought 
properly to belong to her own children, but that 
also the Athenians tliemselves might not be Will- 
ing to accept him, since neither his father nor 
nrother was of Athenian blood. And so when 
Xuthus told him with glee of how he would make 
him rich arid famous At Athens, Ion himself could 
not enter into the joy of his s'apposed father. In- 
deed he almost wished that this discovery had not 
been made and that he might continue to live 
humbly as he had done, iq peace *au;i quiet at 
Delphi, serving the god Apollo and innocent of 
the world outside the temple of the god. But 
Xuthus would hear nothing of these misgivings. 
What he wished to do at xmee was to hold a great 
feast at whif h he would publicly acknowledge his 
son and do him alhthejionour that a great and 
ppwerful king could do. 
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So he and Ion began immediately to make the 
, preparations for a banquet. JIuge tents and pavi- 
lions were pitched upon the level ground and were 
so arranged that neither the fierce rays of the sun 
at midday nor the slanting light of evening could 
disturt) the feasters. Sheep and oxen were slaugh- 
tered and prepared for the tables; wine, fruit, 
eggs,, olives and all good things were ordered in 
abundance and all the people of Delphi were 
invited to join in the festival. 

Meanwhile Crtusa had been waiting in her 
own lodging to hear wljat had beei> the reply of 
the oracle to her husband. At length a faithful 
servant cf*h._<'’s, ap old man who had known her 
since her childhood, came to her with the news; 
but it was not at all the news that she had expect- 
ed br desired. The servant also ‘was indignant, 
for, though he loved King Xuthus, he loved his 
mistress moit. It seemed to him unfair that, while 
Xuthus should have a son, Creusa should have 
been left unnoticed by the? god. Moreover this 
♦son of Xuthus, Ion,* was as it seemed, an alien, 
and yet he was to rule in Athens. ' And so the olo 
man allowed the state of his own mind to influ- 
ence him ^ne told tl^e story and, although he did 
not tell Creusa anything that was untrue, he laid 
most weight on those things in it that would most 
displease her. 

Creusa herself was made both angry and wret- 
ched by what she heard. She loved hpr husband, 
but she could not bear the thought of a stepson 
takijig the place that should have belonged to 
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child of her own. And now too it seemed to her 
that she had been betrayed a second time by 
Apollo who had not only taken aWay his own child 
from her, but was giving to her husband another 
child, a stranger, while for her there was nothing 
left in life which could give her pleasure or “hope. 
She now began to hate the young man Ion, whom, 
when she had seen him at first, she had so admired ; 
and she was ready to listen to the old servant who 
suggested that she and all the people of Athens 
were being tricked. For might *it not be, the old 
man said, that Xuthus h^d betrayed his wife and 
had become the father of a son by some slave girl ; 
that he had had the child brought up*at Delphi 
and had then, no doubt with the aid of some 
corrupt priest of the god, arranged beforehand 
that when he came to Delphi pretending to be 
interested in the birth of children to himself and 
his wife, this* child should be declared openly to 
be his and to be the heir to the throne of Athens ? 
In all this,, so the old servant suggested, he had 
never even thought of his wile and now he was 
actually making merry in his own good fortune 
arid in her misery. 

Creusa, in her anger and, her dismay, came to 
believe that this was in fact what had happened ; 
and now her thoughts began to turn to revenge. 
Most of all she would have wished to revenge 
herself on Apollo himself and to have burned 
down his w,hole temple and sanctuary. She wjas 
angry too with her husband; but when the old 
servant suggested that she should take his life, she 
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shrank back in horror from the Mea; for even 
though she was angry with Xkithus, she still loved 
him and rejected him. It seemed best to her to 
take, or attempt to take, the life of the young man, 
Ion; for, in so doing, she would bothdiurt her 
husband and free herself of the prospect and of the 
reality of having to live and see her husband happy 
in the presence of a son of his own, while she her- 
self was childless. So she took this wicked resolution 
and pfeoceeded to carry it into effect, little knowing 
that what she was planning to do was not’only to 
kill an innocent man, but to kill her own and 
Apollo’s child. 

The old*servant was willing enough to help her. 
He took from her some poison so deadly that a 
single drop of it would be sij/Ticient to kill a man 
instan^tly. It would be eas^ for him to make use 
of it since he was to be in charge qf serving the 
wine at the Teast. So he went off confidently ib 
carry out the treacherous plot, and Creusa waited 
equally cqnfidently.for the news of its success and 
of the cruel revengd which, she thought, would 
bring comfort to her vexed and tortured spirit.^ 

By this tims a herald had been through Delphi 
inviting alTwho wished to come to the feast. The 
tent was thronged with the guests who came and 
soon they were sitting down with garlands on 
their heads, eating and, drinking to their hearts’ 
content. After they had eaten their fill the old 
servant of Creusa saw to it that water»was carried 
round so that they might wash their hands. Then 
Xudius himself retired from the feast, for he 
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wished to makfe in private the proper sacrifices to 
the gods that are made at the birth of a son. This 
to him seemed to be his own son’s biirthday and, 
as he went, he left Ion behind as master of the 
feast. And now the old servant ordered fresh wine 
to be brought out together with new and bigger 
cups of gold and silver. Into one of these cups he 
put the poison and then, filling it with wine, he 
ga/e it to Ion, pretending that he was honouring 
him as his new master. Ion raised the cup 'to his 
lips and all the other feastei'S prepared to drink 
with him arid to wish him happiness. But, just 
as he was about to take this drink that would 
certainly have destroyed him,* Ion happened to 
hear one of the servants making some remark 
which he, with his knowledge of prophecy, 
thought to be ill-omened. He therefore called out 
to the guests not to drink the wine in their cups, 
but to pour it out on the ground in honour to the 
gods and then to have their cups refilled. In 
silence they all did as he said and he himself first 
poured on to the ground the wine from his own 
cup. And now, by the will of the gods, the plot 
that had been made against his life \xas discovered. 
For there are many doves which live unmolested 
in the place sacred to Apollo and some of them 
had flown into the tent where the feast was being 
held. One dove, and one only, approached the 
drink offering that had been made to the gods 
and she came to that spot of ground where Ion 
had emptied out hiS cup. But no sooner had the 
dove dipped her beak in the spilt wine than- she 
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gave a strange cry and begail to flap her wings 
and roll her neck ir^ agony. Everyone wondered 
at the sight of the bird struggling in its p^in; but 
the pain did not last long; suddenly the pink 
claws re\^ed and the dove fell on her side dead. 

And now Ion threw his cloak aiSide and leapt 
upon the old man ^ho had given him the cup. 
‘It was you,’ he shouted, ‘who tried to murder 
van. Confess who it was who set you on to 'do it, 
or else you die immediately.’ 

As for the old servant, surrounded as he was by 
the angry gyests and threatened with torture un- 
less he spoke the truth, fie was so terrified that he 
told everything. Creusa, it was now known, had 
not only plotted against lon^s life, but had so 
contrived her plot that, if it had been successful, 
the young man would have been killed on ground 
sacred to Apollo. The penalty for murder or 
attempted murder in the god’s sanctuary was a 
clear one, and it was at once decreed by the rulers 
of Delphi that Creusa should be taken to the top 
of the high rocks above Apollb’s temple and from 
there should be hurled down the precipices to her 
dfeath. Ion himself, with a band of armed men, 
hurried away to see that this just sfeitrnce should 
be carried out. 

But meanwhile some friend of Creusa who had 
been present at the feast had warned her of her 
danger, and Creusa, knbwing that this was her 
only hope of safety, had hastened to the temple of 
Apollo, to the very altar of that god who had 
been, or who seemed to have been, of all others 
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mo^t unkind to hel*. Here she stayed, clinging to 
the altar in the hope that np one would dare to 
violate the holy place by dragging her away; and 
it was here that Ion found her. 

So furious was Ion with her because of her 
attempt on hi? life that he refused to listen to her 
prayers for mercy and her ’appeals to the pro- 
tection that ought to be afforded to her as a sup- 
pliant at the altar. To Ion it seemed that, since 
she had plotted against him, the servant of Aprollo, 
in Apollo’s own ssAicfuary, she could not possibly 
seek protection from the very god whom s*he had 
so insulted. His rage waa so great that he would 
actually hA\ c tori^ her away from the altar by 
force, if, at this very moment, he had not been 
checked by the appearance of the Pythia, the 
chief prophetess of Apollo, through whose mouth 
the god himself reveals his mind to mortals. This 
was the sam<? Pythia who had taken Ton into hen 
arms when he was a baby and who had brought 
him up in the temple as themgh he were her own 
child. She loved Ion both because of the care 
she had taken of him and for hiitisclf, and now 
she came forward out of the inner sanctuary, 
partly bec^as? she wished to restrain him from 
the guilt of dragging away a suppliant from the 
altar and partly because the god had put it into 
her heart to reveal something which, up to this 
time, she had kept hidden. First she addressed 
Ion and said : ‘My son (since to me yop are like a 
son) I want you \o go to Athens unstained by any 
sin. ^You must respect the altar of Apollo, i^^ 
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whose temple you have grown up as though he Was 
your father. You must not use violence against 
one who has taken refuge here.’' 

But Ion, greatly as he respected and loved the 
Pythia, was still not persuaded by her words. 
‘How can it be wrong,’ he said, ‘to kill an enemy 
who has offended not only against me but against 
the god himself?’ 

‘Then wait’, said the Pythia, ‘for Apolfo has 
made it known to me that I must show you some- 
thing which you have never ^een before.’ She 
then brought out froni the inner sanctuary a 
cradle, made curiously out of woven willow twigs, 
and told him that this was tlie cradle in which she 
had received him when first she found him in the 
temple. It was a sight which made Ion glad, for, 
though he thought' that he had discovered his 
father, he longed to know who his mother was, 
and it now seemed that in this cradle there might 
be some clue which would enable him to find her 
out. But when Creusa saw the cradle, her heart 
seemed to stop still, for she recognised* it at once 
as the one in which she had so sadly laid her baby, 
when she had left him in the cave on the Acropolis 
of Athens. For a few moments she*lisvcned to the 
Pythia, who was describing to Ion exactly how 
he had been found and how, at the command of 
the god, she had until now revealed nothing about 
the cradle itself and the ornaments which it con- 
tained. Apd as she listened she became certain 
that the young man whom she had tried to mur- 
der and who was now so intent on killing her was 
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indeed her own son. So she cried out joyfully, 
‘My son, my son!’ and left the altar in order to 
embrace him. 

Ion was no.w more bewildered than ever, but 
it was Jiot long before Greusa convinced him. She 
told him of wkat he would find in the cradle, - of 
the coverlets which she, as a young girl, had 
woyen and embroidered with the head of a 
gorgon, and of the golden serpents, the royal 
ornaments of the house of Erechtheus. And ‘now 
Ion, with equal j<ty, embraced his mother'; for all 
his life he had longed to find her. And now too 
he learned the final secret of his parentage, - that 
his fathe;'*vv<»s nope other than the god Apollo 
himself, who, though he had been unkind to his 
mother, had watched over the young life of the 
chiFd and had now, by making a gift of him 
to Xuthus, established him as heii to a great 
Kingdom. * 

Greusa, for her part, was at last happy, since 
she had found the child of her own body who had 
been lost! As for’Ion, his heart was full of a 
number of distinct feelings, some df joy and pride, 
others of a strange perplexity. Proud indeed ne 
was to kntJVv ?kat his juother was a queen and his 
father a great god; yet how strange to him and 
how incomprehensible seemed the workings of 
the divine powers! After so many changes and 
chances, could he even yet believe in the truth of 
what he had been told ? 

Yet before he left the temple his mind was set 
at rjjst. A vision of the goddess Athene appeared 
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to him and to*Creusa and to the Pythia. Apollo 
himself, said Athene, would not appear, lest there 
should be blame for things done in the past; but 
in his name she declared that Ion was indeed his 
son and the son of Creusa. Apollo had given Ion 
to Xuthus as a friend might give to anotherfriend 
who was childless ohe of his own sons to be his 
heir. So Ion was to rule in Athens and his mother 
would be content in the knowledge that, even 
though for the time others might think hj*m the 
child of Xuthus, he was in r^afity her own child. 

And soon other children would be born to her 

• 

and Xuthus, great leaders of men who would 
establish kingdoms in Achaea,and in*Doris. As 
for Ion himself he would have four sons who would 
give their names to the four tribes of the Athen- 
ians and later their descendants would cross* the 
sea in their» ships and found great cities on the 
coasts of Asia and on the islands in the sea. They 
would be a great people and would be called 
after Ion* ‘the lonialis’, and in years to come 
would hold their great festival of singing and 
dancing and athletic games in Apollo’s own island 
of Delos. 

So they thanked the godc^ess for fier'jtnmforting 
words and for her assurance of happiness and they 
prepared joyfully to return to Athens, where 
everything that the goddess had told them would 
be fulfilled. 





ALCESTIS 


T here was a time when the god Apollo 
greatly offended Zeus, his own father^ ahd 
the father o^gods and men. Apollcj had a 
child by a mortal woman and this child,. Ascle- 


pius, when he grew up,.^became thfe greatest of 
all physicians. He had learned from Apollo him- 
self all the arts of healing and so well did he 


practice them that he was able even to bring back 
the jdead to life. Zeus, thinking that no mortal 
should possess such power, ‘slew Asclepius with a 
thunderbolt, and Apollo, in his anges at losing his 
son, destroyed the giants called ‘the Cyclopes'** 
who forge the thunderbolts for Zeus. Then Zeus 
drove Apollo out from the company of the blessed 
gods and sentenced him to work, for one whole 
year as a humble serving man among mortals on 


earth. 


Now the nousenold in which Apollo was a 


servant was that of Admetus, the great King of 
Thessaly. It was a rich and hospitable household 
and in Admetus Apollo found a master who was 
generous and considerate to all his servants. Long 
.before Admetus .was aware that he waS sheltering 
a great god, the divine pcfwer'of Apollo made it- 
self felt. For now the wealth of Admetus increased 
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continually; gVeat harvests of golden corn ca^ne 
in from die rolling plains of Thessaly; the fruit 
trees bore more fruit than they had e^er dbne; all 
things prospered, - the herds of fine horses, the 
cattle, the sheep, the olives and the vines; And 
Apollo himself, whq watched the' sheep, ’would 
play on a shepherd’s pipe instead of his own lyre, 
and at the sound of his sweet music spotted lynxes 
w6uld come out of the forests and lie down with 
the sheep to listen; lions too yould troop’ down 
from the mountains and dappled fawns would 
come fearlessly with them. Then, when his year’s 
service was over, Apollo wished still further to 
reward his host. He won for him a gih from the 
Fates themselves, and this was that, when the day 
fated for his death stould arrive, Admetus niight 
still live, provided that he could find som? other 
person who’ivould die instead of him. 

* But people are not as a rule willing to sacrifice 
their lives for' others and it was far from easy for 
Admetus to find any person vyho would, be willing 
to die, when the time canie, in his place. He 
approached, amongst others, his aged father and 
pointed out to him that he could jjot in any case 
have very much longer to Jive and that, by fore- 
going the few years of life which were all that he 
could expect, he would win honour for himself 
besides conferring a great benefit on his son; as 
he was so old already, he could scarcely get much 
pleasure out of life and it might even be a positive 
advantage to him* to die rather earlier than he 
•might otherwise have done. But Admetus’<5 old 
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fa|[ier was merely angry at the suggestion. He 
hati already, he said, done a great deal for his 
son in resigning 'his kingdom to him while he was 
still alive; he. had no wish at all to gain honour 
by departing from this life a minute eai’lier than 
he cduld help; and, so far from finding life a 
burden, he enjoyed it very much indeed. Much 
the same reply was given to Admetus by his 
mother and by various other old people, none of 
whom was prepared to recognise the force 6f the 
arguments which* he; employed. 

Indeed there was only one person who was 
willing to help iiim and that was his beautiful 
young wife Alcestis. She had borne children to 
Admetus and she loved him dearly. She thought 
that, in any case, lif< withoyt her husband would 
not’ be worth living and ‘so she^ declared that, 
when’ the time came, she would allow Death to 
take her away so long as her husband was spared 
and left alive upon the earth. 

Admetus accepted the Offer, though he still 
hoped that his friend Apollo might be able to 
arrange matters in such a way that this sacrifice 
of the womay whom he so dearly loved might 
not be necessary. 

And so for some years Admetus and Alcestis 
lived undisturbed, but finally the day came which 
had been fixed by the Fates to be the day of death 
for Admetus. It was an earlier day than might 
h^ive been expected, for Admetus’s .old parents 
were still alive, and he. and his wife were still 
young. As this day drew near Alcestis began ip 
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feel its approach and to know that now the diie 
had come for her to keep the promise that she 
had made. She began to grow weak in the body 
and in the head ; she felt the powers, of life fading 
away froii;i her and she called to her husband and 
to her children to tell them that they must now 
say their last farewells, since Death himself would 
soon come to take her into the world of gjiosts 
below the earth. 

No’w indeed Admetus was heartbroken ahd he 
wished lhat this gift from the.gocls had never been 
given to him.pr that, in any case, he had refused 
the noble offer which hiS wife had made. He had 
grown to love her more and more, anfi now she 
was to leave him for ever. He prayed to Apollo 
to help him, and indeed Apollo did all that he 
was able to do.' When that grim creature Death, 
a power that is hated by gods and men, came to 
tile palace of Admetus to take aWay Alcestis, 
Apollo met him and begged him to relent. But 
Death insisted upon his rights. He knew that a 
life was owing to him and he was going to take it. 
‘Nothing’, he said to Apollo, ‘can save her. And 
there is no champion either on eyth or among 
the blessed gods who can .rescue herefrom my 
hands.’ So, having failed to win the goodwill of 
Death, Apollo went away, though he knew that 
Death, as will be seen,^was boasting of more 
power than he really had. 

Meanwhile inside the palace there was nothing 
but mourning and lamentation, for now Alcestis 
^s very near the moment of dying. Her servants 
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had thronged round her, kissing her hands for the 
^lasftime and weeping helplessly for her; for she 
had been aigood and kind mistress to them and 
there was not .one of them who did not love her. 
Next she said good-bye to her children ayd to her 
husband. Thc*re were two small children, a boy 
and a girl, and, though Alcestis loved them both, 
she was most sad when she thought of the daugh- 
ter who would be left motherless. The boy would 
grow up to be a king and, as he grew up, his 
father would protect. him and support him; but 
the girl would have no mother to clfess her as a 
bride when the time for ht“r marriage came, or to 
advise herein the new duties which would then 
be hers. So Alcestis wept as she kissed her children 
and she begged Admetus nc^t to take a new wife 
after she had gone, since a new wife might cause 
him to forget or to neglect the children whom he 
had already.* As for Admetus it was easy for him* 
to give the promise which she asked of hirn, for 
he loved her with his whole heart and he could 
not bear tlie thought of ever marrying some other 
woman. Now indeed he wished ‘that it was he, 
not she, who jvas to die, since death seemed fo 
him a betCgr thing th^n a life spent in longing for 
her. His tears fell fast as he promised her not only 
that he would not marry again but that he would 
mourn for her throughout his life and would keep 
her image before his eyes, sleeping and waking, 
until the time came when he too would have to 
obey the summons of the.fatos and descend into 
the bloodless world of the dead. Even as he spol^ 
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to her, he save that she was gfowing weaker £nd 
weaker; she smiled at him, but there was a mist ^ 
in front of her eyes; he cried out to her, begging 
her, uselessly enough, to stay with, him. But the 
moment^ fixed unchangeably by the Fates had 
now been reached. The eyes of Alcestis were 
closed in death. Admetus and his whole house- 
hold wept and lamented for her as for one whom 
they would never see again moving among them 
in her gracious and loving way. 

And" now, while the body.oiAlcestis was being 
prepared foi;.the tomb in which it was to be laid, 
while the children were weeping for their mother 
and while Admetus, distraught with hiS own grief, 
was scarcely able to attempt to comfort them, it 
was suddenly annoi:^nced to him that a friend of 
his had arrived at the palace and was asking to 
receive hospitality. This friend was the hero Her- 
•cules who was still, because of the anger of Hera, 
the wife of Zeus, forced to serve the cowardly 
King Eurystheus fof whom he was performing 
those great labours which were to make him 
famous for ever. Just now he was travelling north- 
ward to the land of Thrace where Jie was to fight 
for and to win the terribly man-eatiijg horses of 
the Thracian King Diomedes. As his way lay 
through Thessaly he had determined to visit Ad- 
metus, who had long been his friend and in whose 
hospitable house he had often eaten and drunk 
in times past. He knew nothing of the calanfity 
which had now faileniupon this house and, had 
he known of it, he would never have come; at a 
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moment so ill-suited for entertaining guests. As 
it "A^as he was weary from his journey and, since 
his appetite was '^as prodigious as his strength, he 
was looking forward to a great feast and long 
draughts of wine and the music and singmg which 
he expected. 

'Admetus himself knew that Hercules would 
not easily find elsewhere the hospitality that his 
own palace could afford. In happier days ‘he 
himself had enjoyed feasting with the herd and 
now, when, because of his grief, it was impossible 
for him to eat meat or dijnk wine, he still did not 
wish to turn a fri'=’nd away from his doors. So, 
when Hercules came to greet him and noticed 
on all sides sad faces and the signs of mourning, 
Ad^ietus disguised the real .truth from him and, 
in ortjer to show kindness fo his guest, pretended 
that, though indeed there had beejft a death in 
the house, it was not a death that concerned hint 
nearly. ‘My dear friend,’ he said, ‘as you can 
see, I haye to attend a funeral today and so I 
cannot join you in the feast. But you must not 
leave this house without being entertained’; and 
he gave orders to his servants to prepare a room 
for Hercules in that part of the palace which was 
reserved for guests and which was at some dis- 
tance from the rooms where the mourners were 
gathered together and vhere the body of Alcestis 
was being prepared for burial. 

• At first Hercules objected. ‘I cannot disturb 
you,’ he said, ‘at a time of mburning. Let me go 
on my way now and visit you later, when I am 
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coming back from’'nirace.’ But Admetus would 
hedt of no excuse. Even in his own misery he 
wished •to be hospitable to his friends; and so 
Hercules was taken in to the guest chamber and 
there a large meal was prepared for him. ^dmetus 
himself, with his children and those of the ser- 
vants'. who were not waiting upon Hercules, 
retired to another part of the palace and mourned 
for the dead Alcestis. Later, when the propier 
rites had been performed, they took up the body 
and, in a sad procession, carried it out 'of the 
palace and set it down in the tomb t^at had been 
built for it outside the city. 

Meanwhile Hercules, quite ignorant of what 
was really taking place in the house, was occupied 
entirely in enjoying himself, ^e crowned his head 
with* garlands and sat down eageriy to the great 
banquet that was set before him. He ate plenti- 
fully of the meat and drank bowl after bowl of the • 
dark wine. The more he ate and drank the more 
pleased he felt with himself and soon he began to 
shout out songs, unmusically enough, since, though 
he was a great warrior and the strongest man of 
his time, he had little knowledge of the arts of 
singing and of playing upon the lyre. The ser- 
vants who waited upon him looked on with 
disgust at his drunken revelling and listened with 
a kind of dismay to his ^bellowing and howling. 
All their thoughts were with their dead mistress 
anjd, in the general grief, they felt affrevnted at the 
sight of this unseasonable and tipsy merriment. 
TTiey did their best to hide their tears, for A4- 
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metus had strictly ordered them to do so, but it 
was impossible for them to smile or laugh or 
look cordially on the uncouth *revQ?ling. of this ' 
insatiable guest. 

In thf end Hercules himself noticed the sour 
looks and downcast eyes of those who were T/aiting 
on him. He seized hold of one of the servants and 
dragged him to the table. ‘Drink, drink, my good 
fellow!’ he shouted, ‘and get rid of that miserable 
look^^f yours. We all know the pains of life, but 
there are pleasures too. \Yhife there is wine to 
drink and wj(iile there are women to love, we can 
at least be merry froni time to time.’ And he 
thrust a great bowl of wine, into tht servant’s 
unwilling hand. 

Now the servant y.ould contain his feelings no 
longer. ‘Indeed,’ he" said, ‘I know all this 'that 
you say. But we cannot be happy in this* house 
•at this moment. Our dear mistress, the wife of 
Admetus, is dead and is even now being carried 
to her tomb.’ 

This news made Hercules sober at once. ‘How 
terrible it is,’ He said, ‘that on such a day as this 
r should have been revelling and feasting and 
singing in my friend’s hoiyse. But wjjy did Ad- 
metus hide this from me ? Why did he not let me 
share his sorrow ?’ 

‘He wished to give you pleasure,’ said the ser- 
vant, ‘and I have disobeyed him in telling you 
the true position of this house. My master is a hos- 
pitable man and he wanted you to be happy and 
refreshed even though he himself was miserable.’ 
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‘Then,’ said Her<?ules, ‘since this noble man has 
treated me so nobly I shall return him good for 
good. You rftust tell me where the tomb is and I 
shall go to it. Then I shall wait in ambush until 
Death himself comes to drink the blood-qfferings 
and to t:arry away his victim to the lower world. 
"When. I see him coming, I sKall leap out on him 
and grip him in my strong arms. Let him strain 
and wrestle as he will, I shall hold him fast and 
shall never let him go until he gives up Alcestis to 
me so tfiat I can bring, her back to this palace and 
to her husband. And, if I fail to find Peath at the 
tomb, I shall go down to ihe world of ghosts, the 
Kingdom Of Pluto, and Persephone, and even 
from there I shall bring Alcestis back.’ 

So Hercules spoke and the jervants told him in 
what* direction he might find the tomb. Few of 
them h‘ad any belief in what he had said that he 
would accomplish, for his words seemed more like 
the boasting of a drunken man than like a plan 
that could really be carried Out. 

Nevertheless Hercules set out on his way to the 
tomb and, soon after he had gone, Admetus him- 
self and those who had accompanied him came 
back to the; palace frojn the funeral. They had 
laid the body in the tomb and had made the 
proper sacrifices of black cattle and of black sheep 
to the gods below the earth. Then, with wailing 
and lamentation, they had returned. And now 
the. grief of Adm^etus was boundless, for he had 
looked, he thought, for the>last*time of all on the 
face of his wife whom he loved and who had loved. 
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him SO much that she had died for him. Now 
every sight in his great palace was painful to lim, 
for everything reminded him of hen* - the chair* 
where she used to sit, the bed where she slept, the 
courtyards and gardens where she had walked 
and talked with him. Now he cursed the gift 
which Apollo had won for him from the Fates.' 
Though he was indeed alive himself there was no 
pleasure left in living without the woman who 
had 'given her life for his. Nor could he even live 
in honour, since he was ashamed to have escaped 
death himself by having accepted the sacrifice of 
another’s life. 

So he sat down in front of his rich palace, 
miserable and wretched as he had never been, nor 
could any words bf found to comfort him. All 
that day he rtimained there until at sunset it was 
seen that two figures were approaching. One of 
‘ them was without doubt the hero Hercules, for 
there could be no other man with so tall and 
stout a frame. He was leading by the hand a 
woman whose body and face were entirely covered 
in a thick cloak and veil. Soon they stood in front 
of Admetus and first Hercules ^ reproached his 
friend for not having let him know of his terrible 
loss. T still feel zishamed,’ he said, ‘to have feasted 
and made merry in your house at the very time 
when you were burying your wife.’ 

T too,’ said Admetus, ‘would have been ashamed 
if I had turned you away from my doors and 
let you go on ycur way without comfort and 
refireshment.’ 
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‘Indeed you acted nobly,’ said Hercules, ‘and 
noY let me tell you that this grief of yours will not 
last for.evcr^ Time heals everything.’ 

‘Nothing,’ said Admetus, ‘can put an end to 
my sorrow. Time cannot cure it. It can only be 
healed* in deatii.’ 

!Bc that as it may,’ Herchles replied, ‘I have 
one request to make of you before I set out again 
on my journey. Keep this woman for me in your 
house and let me see her on my return. Today I 
won her in a wrestling match.’ 

But AdmeUis turned his head aw^y. ‘Ask me 
for anything else,’ he saM, ‘but not this. How 
can I, who have jqst lost the best woman in the 
world, keep another woman in my house ? Indeed 
I could not do it.’ 

‘Yet you would be wise tc do so,’ said Hercules, 
‘and r still ask you to do this for me as a favour.’ 

Admetus glanced at the woman and then he 
looked quickly away. ‘You are asking me for 
something impossible,’ he said, ‘for her bearing 
and her stature are like those of my dead wife. 
Every time I saw her my sorrow would be re- 
newed. I could not bear it for her to be in my 
palace where, as it is, everything reminds me of 
Alcestis.’ 

‘Then just look once in her face,’ said Hercules, 
‘and after that I will ask nothing else of you.’ 

So, though reluctantly, Admetus turned his 
head towards the veiled woman and the woman 
drew back the veil from her face. What Admetus 
saw was nothing strange and nothing that he had 
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expected. He saw the face of his own wife Alcestis 
who had come back to him from the dead, ^or 
some moments, while he stared at h^r in*amaze- 
ment and fixed his eyes upon that smile of hers 
which he knew so well, he couldtnot believe in 
his eyes, nor could he form any conception of his 
own happiness. Then Hercules told him of how* 
he had wrestled with Death himself and how he 
had won back the noble woman who had been 
for a'short time in Death’s strong hand. 

So Xdmetus received his, wife back again and 
now fife wa^ happier for both of them than it had 
ever been before. As for Hercules, he went on 
his way northward, for he stiU had odier labours 
to perform. 
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T fiERE were many famous deeds done by 
Theseus, the great King of Athens, when 4ie 
vt'^s a young man. Among them wks an 
expedition which he. made with his friend^ Her- 
cules against th e Amazons, a race of warlike women. 
Theseus carried off the Ciuecn of the Amazons 
and by he? he became the father of a son whom 
he called Hippolytus. 

Some time later he married Phaedra, the 
daughter of Minos, King of Crete*. With her he 
lived happily and two children wq^ born who 
were, so Theseus hoped, to become kings of* 
Athens after his death. Meanwhile Hippolytus, 
his first son, was beipg brought up not in Athens, 
but in the town across the water, Troizen, where 
Theseus himself had been born and where he ha^ 
spent his childhood. Theseus left Hippolytus in 
the care of his own grandfather. This was the 
wise and good King Pittheus of Troizen, whose 
daughter Aethra had been the mother of Theseus. 
It was not certain who wps the father of Theseus. 
Some said that it was Aigeus, King of Athens; 
others that it was the great god of the •sea, Posei- 
don, and that this god had'prolnised Ti)“seus that 
in the course of his life he could make three 
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prayers to him and each of these prayers would 
be granted. 

Under the care of Pittheus Hippolytus grew up 
to be a young man of whom any father might be 
proud. He was strong and handsome ; he was wise 
and moderate in his behaviour; he was a great 
rider and huntsman, a lover of all athletic sportsr 
More than all things he worshipped the yirgin 
goddess Artemis, herself a great huntress and one 
who chiefly preferred those men and women who 
enjoy, the green woods and the sport of the chase 
more than th'^ pleasures of making love. So much 
did Artemis love Hippolytus that she would go 
with him on his hunting expeditions alid, though 
she would never let him see her face, she would 
speak to him and he would hear her voice; she 
would be at his side, ahd he could feel her presence. 
And for the 'young Hippolytus this was the happi- 
’ est of all lives, to spend his time in hunting and in 
manly exercise and every day to converse with 
the great goddess whom he honoured and adored. 

But by living this kind of life he made another 
gpddess jealous of him. This was Aphrodite, the 
proud goddess of love, througl^ whose power 
everything that lives on the earth, in the air and 
in the waters, has its being and perpetuates its 
own kind, niough he was himself the especial 
favourite of Artemis and it was in her company 
that he most delighted, Hippolytus respected the 
other gods and goddesses and. paid them the 
honours that were\iue*to them. Aphrodite alone 
he neglected to honour, for nothing in his life had 
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anything to do with the love that exists between 
men and women; instead a!I hi§ ^pleasure wa^.in 
training horses, in hurling the javelip, and in the 
company of the huntress Artemis. 

The gods, like men, are pleased when they 
receive praise and angry if they feel themselves 
insulted. This was t*he case with Aphrodite. ShG" 
was angry when she saw the offerings upon the 
altars of Artemis and no offerings upon her own. 
She determined to be revenged upon Hippolytus 
and she thought out a crufl plan by which she 
would destrqy not only him but others as well. 

It happened that Tlieseus, in order to atone 
for a sin which he had committed,^ had been 
ordered by an oracle to leave Athens and spend 
one year away fronj his own city. So, with his 
wife Phaedra, ’he crossed the water to the nearby 
kingdom ofTroizen where he was made welcome 
by the old I^ittheus and by the young man Hip- 
polytus. It was now that Aphrodite proceeded 
to carry out her plan of vengeance. 

For her it was easy; indeed some of the work 
had been done already, since, a little time pre- 
viously, Hippolytus had come to^ Athens to visit 
his father and to take par^ in the holy mysteries 
of Eleusis, and, while he was there, Phaedra had 
seen him and, though it was against her will, she 
had fallen in love with him. How could she help 
it, when Aphrodite, the goddess of love herself, 
forced her, to do so ? ‘ And now, when she was 
actually living in Troizen and seeing Hippolytus 
eyery day, the love that Phaedra felt for the ypung 
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man became greater’ and greater. •She began to 
wa|te away in al sickiiess of which no one knew the 
cause. ,And,all this was by the will of Aphrodite, 
who wished Theseus to believe that Hippolytus, 
though he was entirely guiltless, was conspiring 
to gain the loVe of his wife; then, so Aphrodite 
'Jjianned, Theseus would cafl down upon his son 
one of the curses which his father Poseidon was 
bound to fulfil. Phaedra too would have to die, 
but to her fate the goddess was indifferent so long 
as her own revenge was satisfied. 

There was a day when Theseus was absent from 
the palace of Troizen, though before evening he 
was to return. U was this day that Aphrodite 
chose to destroy Hippolytus. Her eyes were upon 
him as he came back on tlys day from hunting. 
His 'friends and his servantsnvere surrounding him 
as they approached the palace, silking, as they 
came, a hymn to Artemis. No one, except Aphro-» 
dite, knew that this was the last day that ever 
Hippolytus would go hunting in the forests of 
Troizen. 

Standing in front of the palace were two statues, 
one of Artemig and one of Aphrodite. Now, *as 
Hippolytus approach(;d the palace, he knelt down, 
as he always did, before the statue of Artemis. In 
the green woods he had found a cool meadow, a 
lonely place where no shepherd had ever fed his 
flocks nor had the grass ever felt the stroke of iron ; 
only the bees grossed and rc-crossed» this virgin 
meadow in the spring.. H«re he had picked 
flowers and made them into a wreath, and nqw 
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he brought thp wreath and'offered it reverently 
to the statue of the virgin godd9^s who was ^s 
friend, thanking her for her kindness to h\m and 
praying her that his life might for ever be as 
happy as now it was. After he had made his 
offering he rose to go into the palace, but first an 
old servant of his, olie who knew him well ap^ 
loved him, asked permission to give him some 
advice. Hippolytus gladly gave him this' per- 
mission. 

‘Do ‘you not know, then,’ skid the old man, 
‘that when a person is proud' and exclusive people 
dislike him. But they a»c grateful when a person 
speaks kindly and politely to t^em?’ 

‘Of course,’ Hippolytus replied. ‘Everyone 
hates arrogance; and, as for being polite, it 
is no trouble to one .and it gives other people 
pleasure.’ 

, ‘And do ybu not think,’ asked the old man, 
‘that the gods .also think as we do about this ?’ 

‘No doubt they do,.’ said Hippolytus. 

‘Then,’ said the old man, ‘will you not take my 
advice and say one word of greeting to that other 
great goddess at the gate, the goddess Aphrodite ?’ 

But Hippolytus would not. ‘Thel’e are different 
tastes,’ he said, ‘both among gods and men. And 
as for me, I have no taste for a goddess men 
worship in the night, away from the race tracks 
and the bright mountaih air where my life is 
spent so happily.’ 

So, after giving ^strpctions to' his servants to 
rub down the horses and get them ready to be 
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yoked to his chariot m the afternoon, Hippolytus 
andj his young friends went on into the palace 
where their pieal was prepared for them. 

The old servant stayed behind and bowed low 
before»the statue of Aphrodite. ‘O great goddess,’ 
he prafyed to her, be merciful to a young man 
^ho, '.because of his youth, sp*eaks foolishly. I beg 
you to have pity on him and to understand him, 
as I do. For gods ought to be wiser than men apd 
more understanding.’ 

But this prayer had no effect at all upbn the 
angry heart of Aphrodite. 

All this time, and for nlany days past, Phaedra 
had kept a\vay from company and had remained 
inside her room restless, fevered and sick because 
of the passion for Hippolytus which the goddess 
had ’put into her heart. She would not touch the 
food that was offered to her; she did not trouble 
to dress or to adorn her golden hair; neither music , 
nor conversation gave her any pleasure; for music 
reminded her of love and in no conversation could 
she bear to reveal her own guilty thoughts. Some- 
times she would be half out of her rhind and would 
speak deliriously. At these times all her tak 
would be, of t^e beating of horses’ hooves, of 
Thessalian javelins and of the cool glades in the 
forest where the wild beasts were encircled by 
baying hounds and by the bands of huntsmen. 
At other times she would’ come to herself and then 
she would won4er in misery what she.could have 
done to make her so unhappy, how this madness 
could have come over her and which one of the 
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gods it could <be who was so* persecuting her with 
desires from which she shij^nk away. She /was ^ 
attended only by her old nurse, who Ipved her, but 
who had no notion of what was -the real nature of 
her disepe. 

On this morning, restless as ever, Phaedra had 
asked that her coucli should be carried out of the 
palace into the open air, although wherever she 
wqs, whether indoors or out, her suffering found 
no relief and her tired brain enjoyed no relaication. 
Her nurse was with her and, in the light of day, 
coulcTsee how wasted were her mistress’s features, 
how wild was her eye,*how desperate the whole 
manner of her behaviour. Ar.d for this terrible 
distress of mind there seemed to be no reason. 
Phaedra was a que^n and lacked nothing; her 
husband, Theseus, loved her; she had children 
who were to* be kings. If only she would say what 
• was the matter with her, it would-be easier, so 
her nurse thought, to find some way of helping 
her. Yet, though she questioned her over and 
over again, Phaedra would give no answer that 
could account for her unhappy state. All that she 
wfeuld say was that she was resolj^ed to die and 
that it would be better for, her and for everyone 
else if indeed she could die. Her nurse attempted 
to make her see how wrong she was to entertain 
such an idea. 

Tf you were to die,’ she said, ‘what would 
happen to. your children? Without you they 
might lose their place in their father’s affection. 
Sqmeone else might be chosen to rule in Athens. 
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Remember that TheSeus has another son, Hip- 
po.lvtus.’ 

Now, at the name ot Hippolytus, Phaedra 
could not he!p crying out aloud. She begged and 
imploded her nurse never again to mention that 
name in front of her. But the nurse, though still 
she could not guess why it w^s that Phaedra had 
cried out so despairingly at the young man’s 
name*, began to question her more closely aijd, 
in the end, weak and tired as she was, longing too 
to free*her own hfiart of the burden of its ’secret, 
Phaedra confessed that she Jiad fallen in lovt* with 
Hippolytus and it was for this reason that her 
mind and body we/e being destroyed. 

Her nurse was horrified at what she heard. Her 
mistresss, she knew, was wise and good. How 
could it be that she could even think of betraying 
her husband and of losing her own good name ? 

As for Phaedra, now that she had* been able to 
say aloud truthfully what it was that had been 
torturing her, she became calmer in mind and 
began to explain e’xactly what had happened. 
She hated, she said, those womeil who are false 
to their husbands ; for they bring shame not only 
upon themselves but upon their children after 
them. An3 so, when ftrst she found that she had 
fallen in love, she had tried to cover up her feel- 
ings and to conquer them by the power of reason. 
This she had not been able to do, and so now, 
since there was no help in -reason, she; was deter- 
mined to die, for in this wjiy alone she could keep 
an honourable name for herself and be honoured 
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afterwards by her husband! and by her children. 

She spoke sadly and she i^oke with resolution; 
but her nurse, who loved her, was ryolved above ’ 
all things to save her mistress’s life. So now she 
began to argue with her. ‘There is nothing 
strange,’ she said, ‘or unheard of about falling in 
love. Many people before now have fallen ill 
love with those who were not their wives or their 
husbands. Even the gods, according to the old 
stories, have done so. It is not really possible for 
anyone in this life to be ab,solutely virtuous. All 
that bne can be expected to do is to look virtuous 
and to hide one’s sins.'* Certainly it is ridiculous 
to put an end to your life, jus^ becausv; some god 
has put it into your heart to fall in love with the 
wrong person. It wpuld be much better to enjoy 
your love. Maybe it«is wrong, but it is better to 
enjoy yourself than to kill yourself.’ 

Phaedra was glad to hear such an argument, 
even though* she knew that it was a wicked one 
and untrue. And now the nurse began to beg her 
mistress to leave matters to her. There were 
magic spells, she said, which might be used in 
sbeh cases; nothing, in fact, was impossible. 

Such words as these swayed the w^ak mind of 
Phaedra. She began to hope that somehow, 
though she did not know how this could be, she 
might escape from her pain and still, again in 
some way that she coul<i not understand, remain 
honest. Partly she trusted her Qurse and partly 
she distrusted her.< She might say some word to 
Qippolytus himself. That would be a dre;adful 



H'lPPOLYTUS 79 

thing. Yet, if Hippolytus were to* listen to the 
n^jrje’s words, it mig|ht not be so dreadful. So, 
with a.min^ divided between hope and fear, 
between shame and desperation, Phaedra watched 
her nttrse go inside the palace. At the, gate of 
the palace the* old nurse paused and made her 
prayers to Aphrodite. ‘Lady of the Sea,’ she said, 
‘help, me and let me gain for my mistress the 
things that she desires.’ She did not know that 
Aphrodite was determined to destroy not only 
Hippolytus but Phaedra as well. She did not 
remember how often it has happened that*love, 
which can be so gentle** has utterly destroyed 
those who "have fek it in its full and destructive 
force. For not the thunderbolt itself can be more 
heavy on men than the arrojv of Aphrodite. 

Now there was a time of waiting, but soon 
Phaedra heard from inside the pal^ the sound 
of a voice raisied in anger. Shame and terror gave 
her strength. She sprang up from her couch and 
went to the door of the palace where she could 
listen to the words tfiat were being spoken inside. 
She found that everything which’ she had most 
feared had takey place. Her nurse had approached 
Hippolytu^ had first jnade him swear a solemn 
oath that he would keep secret what she had to 
say, and had then told him that Phaedra, the wife 
of his father, was dying for love of him. If the old 
woman had expected that Hippolytus would feel 
. any sympathy for such a story, she was wholly 
mistaken. Hippolytus felfr outraged bv what he 
had heard, and the words to which Phaedra was 
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now listening were words ot»hatred and contempt 
for herself and for all other women in existence. 
His rage was boundless. ‘Why,’ he, shouted out, 
‘did the gods ever allow women to exist? Surely 
there could have been some other way of getting 
children and then men could have lived happily 
without wives. For all wives arc vain, expensive, 
treacherous and deceitful.’ Turning to the nurse 
he told her that her words were so horrible that 
he felt unclean simply to have listened to them. 
If he had not foolishly bound himself by his oath, 
he would have told Theseus the whole disgraceful 
story. As it was, so long as Theseus was absent, 
he also would stay away from home. 'Nor would 
he ever cease hating women; for until someone 
could teach them modesty and self-control, he 
could never learn to«feel anything for them but 
contempt. „ 

Phaedra had heard enough. Now that her 
feelings had been betrayed and had been trodden 
underfoot she knew ■'that there could be no end 
except death to her unendurable pain. She hurried 
to her room, determined to take her own life. 
But before doing this dreadful thing she would 
secretly revenge herself upon the innocent man 
who was the cause of her death, and, in revenging 
herself, she would, or so she thought, preserve her 
own good name. She wrote a letter in which she told 
a story that was the opposite of the truth. In this 
letter she bade farewell to her husband and wrote 
that the reason for her death was Hippolytus, 
lyho had forced his own love upon her against 
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her will. Then she lQ6ked her last upon the light 
of Troizen which had seen her unhappiness. She 
fastine(^ a rope aboiit her neck and, holding in 
her hand the letter that was to avenge her, she 
hanged herself. 

It was not long before her death was discovered, 
aJid ROW the whole palace rahg with the cries and 
lamentations of her servants, who knew nothing 
of what had caused her death, and of her nurge, 
who knew only too well. It was in the middle of 
these la*mcntations that Theseus himself returned. 

I 

He was amazed to find no one to greet him in 
front of the palace gates 'and to hear, instead of 
words of welcome,.,the sound of mourning and of 
grief. Had anything, he wondered, happened to 
his children or to the old King Pittheus while he 
had been away? But soon the gates were opened 
and he saw what had really happened. He saw 
the dead body of the wife whom he loved, and 
he saw that it was she herself who had taken her 
own life. ‘O my wife,’ he •cried out in his in- 
supportable grief^ ‘you dearest of all things to me 
and best of all women that the suh shines upon, 
how could you have left me alone? How could 
you have l^ft our chilc|ren motherless ?’ 

For some time his grief was too great to allow 
him to think. Then he noticed that there was a 
letter in his wife’s dead hand. ‘Perhaps,’ he 
thought, ‘the poor creafure has written in her 
pain to say goo^-bye to me and to lea,ve her last 
wishes for the children. Indeed I shall do every- 
thing that she could ask me to do.’ 
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But when he took the letter from her hand and 
read the words that it contained, his mind was 
overwhelmed with horror 4nd witlj rage. I'low 
he believed (and how could he help believing it?) 
that his own son Hippolytus, the son of whom he 
had been so proud, the son in whose honour and 
goodness he had had complete faith, was guilty 
of the deepest ingratitude and of the most un- 
speakable crime. Theseus raised his hands to 
heaven and prayed to his father, Poseidoii, the 
god of the sea. ‘O Poseidon.’ he cried, ‘my father, 
you who gave me the* right to pray to you three 
times and to nave my prayers granted, now grant 
me one of these prayers. Destroy my Jon Hippo- 
lytus. Let him not live to see the sun set on this 
day!’ 

There were- some in Theseus’s company who 
begged him to call back this prayer again, to wait 
until he was sure that he had found- out the truth; 
but to Theselis the truth seemed sure and certain. 
No evidence could be more convincing than the 
letter which he had found iii the dead woman’s 
hand. 

■’ And now, with no knowledge of what had 
happened and what was about to happen, Hippo- 
lytus himself came to see his father. He had 
heard a cry of grief and he hastened to see what 
it could be that had caused it. He stopped still in 
astonishment when he saw the dead body of 
Phaedra, but he was more astonished still when 
he saw his father look so angrily upon him, when 
he heard his father charge him with a dreadful 
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crime which, as HipjJolytus knew well, he could 
never have committed. What was he to say ? He 
harf sv^{o^n a great 6ath by all the gods to the 
nurse that he would never reveal what she had 
said to him. And even in his great danger, he 
would .never break his oath. All he couM do was 
to protest his innocence, to Remind his father of 
how pure and blameless his life had always been, 
of how he had never yet failed in his duty to g^ds 
and to men. But to Theseus all this seemed evi- 
dence hot of innocence, but of a disgusting* hypo- 
crisy. Roughlv he told .his son to leave his 
presence and never again* to set foot'in the land of 
Troizen or in the, land of Athens. So, even if 
Poseidon did not destroy him, he would die 
miserably in exile, since no good man would 
receive him into his house. . 

So Hippolytus prepared to leave the court and 
to leave the land where he had lived so happily 
and the forests in which he had hunted in the 
company of the goddess whom he loved. Bitterly 
grieved he was at his departure into exile, but 
more grieved still to find that Ms father could 
believe him guilty of something which he had nftt 
done and ^which his noble nature would never 
have allowed him to do. 

Theseus was left alone, mourning for his wife 
and meditating upon the punishment which, he 
thought, he had so righteously inflicted on his 
son. But before .the day was over he was to hear of 
how Poseidon had granted hi& prayer and of how 
greatly mistaken he had been in his judgment. 
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First, after some hours hslfl passed, came one of 
the servants of Hippolytus With the news that his 
master was on the point of death. ^He \yas^stin' 
just breathing and still able to speak, but life was 
ebbing from him fast so that he could not live 
until the sun set. When he heard thiS' news, 
Theseus gave thankk to his father Poseidon aifd 
asked how this just punishment had fallen upon 
thp young man. 

Hippolytus’s servant told him the story: after 
leaving his father’s presence, Hippolytus had gone 
dowil to the sea shore and with him had gone a 
company of the young men of Troizen, his friends 
whom he loved and whom he was sad to leave 
behind. Hippolytus had mounted his chariot 
drawn by fine horses which he had trained and 
bred himself. Then, while his friends wept tb see 
him go, he>had taken the reins in his hand and 
prayed to Zeus, the King of the godsj-that, whether 
he lived or died, one day his father would know 
that he had wronged* him. And so he set forward 
along the road leading northward, the road where 
in the past Theseus himself had performed great 
deeds when he was a young man, killing evil men 
and robbers who had tl^en in^estei^ it. With 
Hippolytus went his servants, running by the side 
of the chariot. 

There was a place where the road ran along 
the sea shore. When they reached this place they 
heard a roaring sound, like thunder, rising from 
the ground. The horses raised their heads, 
pjicked up their ears and began to sweat, with 
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terror. And now, lo{>king towards* the sea, they 
jaw^an enormous wave towering up so high that 
it hid from their view the rocks and mountains at 
the further side t)f the bay. The wave rushed 
towards the shore where the trembling horses 
stood, Vith Hippolytus hol(|ing the reins firmly 
in his experienced hands. It broke with a crash 
and roar of water, and, out of the white foam and 
circling eddies where it broke there arose a great 
bull, a'Jierce and ^nonstrous shape, which Jjegan 
to bellow aloud, filling all the land with the noise 
it made. The horses panicked and j?cgan to bolt. 
Hippolytus, seeing that all his strength would be 
needed, knotted thfe loose ends of the reins behind 
his back. Leaning back upon them and tugging 
with, his hands he fried to control the horses, 
maddened as they were v\fith fear. Yet all his 
knowledge of horses and all his «ftill in their 
management “tould not help him. If he tried to 
steer their course on to smoother ground, then 
the bull would sudd/:nly appear in front of them, 
and they would swerve away frogi him in their 
terror. And then the bull would run silently 
alongside thern^ edging them upon the rocks, tili, 
finally, heoforced a wiieel against a huge stone. 
The axle broke; the chariot was overturned; and 
now the maddened horses dragged the body of 
their master, still entangled in the reins, hither 
and thither over the pointed rocks that cut into 
his flesh. Still Hippolytus cried out tor them, but 
the horses would not list’en to the well-known 
voice that so often they had obeyed. Someho^v 
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or Other, in the end, Hippo^ytius managed to free 
himself from the reins. Hi^ servants huiTie4 up , 
to him where he lay alone and broken upon the 
shore. The horses and that feairful monster of a 
bull had disappeared out of sight.^ As for Hippo- 
lytus, there was littlf life left in him. 

So his servant, sad and angry at his master’s 
fate, told the story to Theseus, and, though he 
wis a servant speaking to a King, he dared to say 
that hte would never believe that Hippoly.{us was 
a wifked man, no not if all the women in the 
world were to hang themselves and to leave mes- 
sages behind them after their deaths. 

Theseus was unmoved. ‘Brihg the young man 
before me,’ he said. ‘He will recognize now that 
the gods themselves kave shown him to be gu,ilty.’ 

Yet the gods, or at least one of them, now 
showed Th&ms that his son had been innocent. 
Hardly had he finished speaking to the servant 
who had told' him of how his curse had been ful- 
filled, when he heard another voice in the air 
above him and looking upwards, he saw, with 
rpverence and with fear, the great goddess Arte- 
mis herself, the friend of Hippo? ytus. In calm 
words she told to Theseus* the whole ctory of his 
wife’s unhappy passion, of how his son, because 
he would never break a promise, had been unable 
to defend himself, and had therefore been wrong- 
fully done to death by Poseidon, who was bound 
to answer ‘the prayer that Theseus had made to 
him. All these things ‘had come about through 
the anger and jealousy of Aphrodite. There was 
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no help for them, ncjl" could Artemis herself have 
done anything to save the mortal who was her 
' servant and.whom she loved. 

And now, when Theseus realised the terrible 
mistake of which he had been guilty, Jiis heart 
was broken within him. How could he ever be 
tbrgiven for the wrong whic*h he had done to his 
own, son? How could he ever forgive himself? 
As he thought with agony of what the goddess 
was telling him, IJippolytus himself, now near the 
moment of his death, was carried into the palace. 
His beautiful body was bruised and torA and 
bleeding. Pain leapt along his limbs at every 
movement of his friends and servants who were 
bearing him as gently as they could. But he felt 
immediately the presence ^n that place of the 
goddess Artemis and he listened to her as she told 
him of how Aphrodite had plotted* against him 
and of how *his father had been deceived. She 
told him to forgive his father for what he had 
done, since his mind had 'been led astray, and 
then she said good-bye to him, since no god or 
goddess can look on dying men a’nd now Hippo- 
lytus was very^near to death. She promised him 
that his ijame would live for ever and that for 
ever afterwards the maidens of the land of Troizen 
would make offerings of the tresses of their hair at 
his tomb before they wedded their husbands. 
Then, since she could do no more for him, she 
Icjft him to die. But, before he died, his father 
Theseus begged him for his forgiveness, and 
Hippolytus gladly gave his forgiveness to him. 
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For both father and son h^d' been powerless to 
fight against the power of the goddess Aphrodite 
who had been determined to destrqy the. one of 
them and to leave the other desolate. 
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T he army and navy that sailed from Greece 
against Troy to sack the city and to bring 
bhck Helen, .whom Paris had treacherously 
stolen from her husband, w'as the greatest force 
that had ever been gathered together for waV. It 
was commanded bv Aganremnon, lt.ing of golden 
Mycenae, with his^jrother Mcnelaus, the husband 
of Helen and the King of Sparta. Ships in their 
hundreds and warriors in their thousands assem- 
bled in the harbour of Aulh, off the east coast of 
Greece. From there they were to crrjss the Aegean 
sea, force a la*nding on the coast of Troy and, they 
hoped, soon bring down that proud city and its 
defenders to the dust. 

But the gods willed otherwise. More than ten 
years were to pass and many of the greatest of the 
Greeks were to Jose their lives before their purpose 
would be •accomplished and before the flames 
would spread along the long walls and surge 
above the high towers of Troy. 

Even the very outset yf the expedition was un- 
propitious and, for a time, seemed impossible. 
For when the great host "had gathered together 
at Aulis and each man in* it vras ready and eager 
to cross the sea and win glory and booty in the 
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fighting that lay ahead, long and valuable months 
went by while the ships lay motionless in the 
harbour and the army remained inactive on the 
land. Instead of the winds that would have taken 
them oyer the sea and which were to be expected 
at that time of year, the winds that blew were 
mostly contrary or else there was no wind at all. 
And so the ship’s hawsers, sagging in the water, 
began to rot away. As for the warriors in the 
army, they amused themselves as best they could 
in games and exercises. You might have seen 
there great Ajax, the biggest man of them all, 
sitting on the ground playing draughts, with his 
huge shield and spear at his :ide; or that fierce 
fighter Diomedes hurling the discus from his 
strong arm. Achillfs, the fleet-footed and the 
greatest warrior of them all, would race in full 
armour against a four horse chariot team, match- 
ing his own strength against the strength of finely 
bred horses and outdistancing them as he sped 
over the sand and shingle of the shore. 

So the warriors diverted themselves; but the 
men in the army, and soon even the great cham- 
pions themselves grew tired of the delay and of the 
purposelessness of this empty waiting ^or a wind 
that never came. Food became more difficult to 
obtain. Inactivity in a great army usually breeds 
unrest and there were many who now began to 
wish that they had never left their homes to sail 
on an expedition to recover another man’s wife. 
It was even suggested that the whole great arma- 
mfsnt should break up and return, since it seemed 
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that the gods were av^se to its ever netting out to 
its destination. 

• It* was natural that this mood in the army 
should worry and perplex the leaders, and parti- 
cularly the two sons of Atreus, Agamemnon and 
Menelaus. For’ it was for the sake of h^enelaus 
that this force had been gathered together and 
Menelaus himself was resolved to recover his wife 
and to avenge himself upon Paris who had stolpn 
her away from him. As for Agamemnon, he, loved 
his brother and was hiniself a proud and ambitious 
man. It was he who was in. supreme command of 
this great arm) and nav)' of the Greeks. He could 
not bear to see sych a force disbanded before 
something noteworthy and glorious had been 
achieved. 

Aftd so, in their anxiety, the sons of Atreus 
consulted the prophet Calchas, a mai) who, from 
dreams, from 4;he flight of birds and trom examin- 
ing the entrails of animals that had been sacri- 
ficed, was able to know the. will of the gods and 
to declare it to mcb. When Calchas was asked 
for his opinion, he refused at first tO give it, saying 
that he feared that his words would give offence. 
But the sons of Atreus pressed him hard and in 
the end the; prophet spoke. He said that the 
goddess Artemis, who was worshipped in Aulis, 
was angry with the Greeks. It was she who pre- 
vented the winds from 'blowing and her anger 
would never be .appeased until she had received 
the sacrifice that she demanded. Nor was this 
sacri^ce a goat or an ox; it was something far 
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different. What the goddfcss .desired (nor would 
she be contented with anything less) was that 
Agamemnon’s own daughter, Iphigpneia, should" 
be brought to Aulis and should there be struck 
down with the knife, like an animal, at her altar. 

When Agamemnon heard the Vvords of Calchas 
he wished that he Had never made any enquiry 
into the will of heaven. For how could a father 
kill his own daughter, and a daughter, moreover, 
whom he loved more than all his other children ? 
In his palace at Myccna^ it had always been 
Iphigeneia who was the first to welcome him and 
to throw her drms abouf his neck when he returned 
from hunting or from travel. She had always been 
the one to lead the singing and the dancing at his 
feasts and it was her sweet voice and her graceful 
movements that delighted him more than ail the 
joys that he had known at home. He had found 
it difficult to bear the thought that one day his 
favourite child would have to leave him to marry 
some great king among the Greeks. But this was 
nothing compared to what Calchas had ordained. 
For, if he were to obey the will of the gods de- 
dlared by the prophet, she would leave him finally 
and for ever, and he, who, loved her rpost, would 
be her murderer. He shrank from ,a thought so 
dreadful and from a deed so wicked. 

Menelaus could well understand his brother’s 
feelings since he also had a daughter, Hermione, 
whom he had left at home when he set out from 
Sparta. Yet such was .his rage against Paris and 
hjs determination to avenge himself upoQ the 
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Trojans that he was vfilling to accept the words 
which Calchas had spoken and he urged his 
Mjrother to cany out, however painful it might be, 
the will of Artemis. For, he said, unless this 
sacrifice were made, Troy would never be con- 
quered ^nd the great expedition of all the*Greeks 
woul^ become a mockery. ‘Trojans in future, 
emboldened by the success of Paris, would be 
free to sail the seas and to carry off the wives pf 
the leaders of the Greeks. And then there w^s the 
army itself. The soldiers were willing to risk* their 
lives for Greece; but they expected that dieir 
generals als^.• snould be willing to satrifice for the 
sake of the army anything, however near or dear. 

In this way Menelaus and Calchas tried to turn 
the mind of Agamemnon away from the horror 
which he felt at the deed which he was called 
upon to do, and in the end they were successful 
in their endeavours. Agamemnon bowed to the 
will of the goddess, to the needs of the army and 
to his brother’s prayers. He consented to send for 
his loved daughter from his house and to sacrifice 
her in Aulis on the altar of Artemfe. 

Yet it would be impossible for him to send U 
message to, his wife Clytemnestra, telling her the 
sad truth. J^o mother would consent to let her 
daughter go from home to her death. Nor would 
Clytemnestra be at all swayed by the misfortunes 
of the army or by the desires of her brother-in-law, 
Menelaus. For Clytemnestra regarded her sister 
Helen as a wicked and dishonest wife who had 
brought shame upon her family. She would cer- 
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tainly not bo willing to sacnfice her own daughter 
in order to bring Helen home again. And so 
Agamemnon deceived his wife by ^sending her at 
letter in which he asked her to bring Iphigeneia 
to Aulis, not for the real and dreadful purpose 
which he had in mind, but in order that she might 
be married to Achilles, the best of all the Greeks. 
He did not tell Achilles that he had used his name 
in order to entice his daughter from the shelter of 
her home; for Achilles- was a proud and honour- 
able man. He might agree that the sacrifice was 
necessary for the good of the army, but he would 
never himself take pdrt in a plot to deceive 
others. 

When Clytemnestra received her husband’s 
letter she was full of joy. She had expected that 
by this time he would have crossed the sba to 
Troy and .'he was glad that she would see him 
again before he was plunged into the dangers of 
the war. She was happy too that her daughter 
was to be married te so great a man as Achilles, 
for of all the Greeks he was the one whom she 
would have chosen to be her son-in-law. And so, 
is soon as she had received the letter, she made 
all the haste she could. Fine horses were brought 
from the stables and harnessed to the chariot that 
would carry her and Iphigeneia to Aulis. Few 
soldiers had been left behind at Mycenae, but 
these too accompanieef the great ladies as an 
escort. The dresses for the wedding were care- 
fully packed, and so tbs two women took the road 
nprthwards to the camp of the Greeks, expecting 
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to find there not deatth, but happiness. They 
travelled fast and arrived, as will be seen, even 
tarlier than Agamemnon liad expected them. 

Agamemnon, wrhen he had sent the letter to 
his wife and had taken the dreadful decision to 
become, the murderer of his daughter, alihost at 
on«e began to repent of what he had done. His 
nights were vexed with fearful dreams and in the 
daytime his daughter’s face and her noble nature 
were abvays present to his mind’s eye. He could 
not bear* to follow to the end the course which he 
had taken, and yet he was too cowardly to sa,^' so 
' openly, sinc^ lie v.'as afraid of Mcnelaus and of 
Calchas and of Odysseus, the King of Ithaca, a 
great warrior and the man of most resource among 
the Greeks. These three were, so far, the only 
ones 'who knew of the intended sacrifice, but 
Agamemnon was afraid to stand out against them, 
for, though h^ w^as a great king, he' was a weak 
man. So, instead of refusing openly to do what 
Calchas had required him to ^o, he acted secretly. 
He wrote another letter to his wife, telling her 
that, for reasons which he did not give, the mar- 
riage of their daughter could not take place at 
this time and instructing her to go back again to 
Mycenae without visiting the Greek camp. He 
gave the letter to an old servant, a man who was 
devoted to his family and to Clytemnestra herself, 
and, to make sure that this old servant would 
hurry on his way and do- all in his jjower to 
prevent Iphigeneia ever coining to Aulis, he took 
him into his confidence and told him the true 
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reason why, this innocen^ girl was being lured 
from her home. The good old servant was horri- 
fied at what he heard and promised to malce all 
the speed he could upon the road; for he loved 
both his master and his mistress and he would 
gladly^ have laid down his life to prevent the 
dreadful deed which was now so close at hand. 

But the letter was never to reach the hand to 
which it was addressed. As the servant was leav- 
ing Agamemnon’s tent he was accosted by Mene- 
laus,' who knew his brother’s mind and was 
suspicious of it. Mcnelaiis seized upon the old 
man, snatched the letter from him and tore if 
open. He saw that Agamerpnon was intending 
to go back upon his promise and he rushed inside 
the tent in order to reproach him for what he 
regarded as his treachery. Angry words' were 
spoken between the brothers, neither being wil- 
ling to give' way to the other, bu,t their quarrel 
was interrupted by the arrival of a messenger who 
brought the news ^hat Clytemnestra and Iphi- 
geneia, bringing with them Agamemnon’s little 
son, Orestes, had already reached the Greek 
•camp. The soldiers, who did not know yet for 
what reason the royal ladies had been summoned, 
imagined at once that they must have come for a 
wedding and were thronging around the chariot 
with shouts of joy and of congratulation. 

Menelaus himself wats moved when he listened 
to the messenger’s account of Ijow this beautiful 
and noble girl had cpme thinldng that she was 
about to be married, when in reality she was 



IPHIfiENEIA 


99 

being carried to l\er ‘death. Though he, more 
than anyone, longed to be on the way to Troy, 
he bad a generous heart and, forgetting the angry 
words that he had just been speaking to his 
brother, he grasped him by the hand and promised 
to do all he could to help him in saving Iplligeneia 
from, the dreadful fate ordained for her by the 
prophet Calchas and the goddess Artemis. ‘Let 
the army go home,’ he said, ‘and let us forget ^11 
our thoughts of glory and- of vengeance ! I ;would 
rather leave Helen where she is in Troy and find 
myself another wife than -win her back aJ* the 
cost of the file of your Innocent daughter and 
your broke*! heart*’ 

Agamemnon was grateful to his brother for the 
generous affection which he showed. Yet now 
his Own mind was overcome by cowardice. He 
feared that when Calchas and Odysseus told the 
army of the. will of Artemis, the army would 
certainly demand that the sacrifice should be 
carried out. His daughterfwas now already in 
their camp and, if he should refuse to sacrifice 
her, the army would, he thought, turn upon 
him. Instead of being the commander-in-chi6f 
he would l^ecome a fugitive; nor would he in any 
case be abl^ to save his daughter from her fate. 
It seemed to him that there was nothing now to 
be done except to perform the commands of 
Artemis. But, though he was chiefly frightened 
of the army, he. was also frightened of his wife 
Glytemnestra, and he asked Menelaus to let her 
knov^ nothing of the truth until the sacrifice h^d 
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been made und the dreadful deed, for good or 
evil, was over and finished. , 

And now, in the middle of their \\{ords, Clytem-* 
nestra and Iphigeneia arrived They had brought 
with them Agamemnon’s little son, Orestes, a boy 
who wis still an infant, too young to understand 
the happiness that hud been promised to his sister 
and the very different fate which was, in fact, to 
overtake her. Iphigeneia herself, beautiful and 
affectionate, threw herself into her father’s arms, 
weeping in her joy at seping him again, and 
Agamemnon, as he felt the warm embrace and 
looked into the innocfent eyes of his favourite 
child, wept too and turned his head away so that 
she should not see his tears. ‘But she was quick 
to notice his mood and begged him to be cheerful, 
asking him whether »she had done anythirig to 
offend him. and whether she could do anything 
to relieve the anxiety which seemed to weigh upon 
him. Agamemnon, in his misery, told her that 
indeed she had dono nothing to offend him ; she 
was always the delight of ‘his eyes, and what 
weighed upon him was the responsibility and 
dares of a general in the field; moreover he had an 
important sacrifice to attend to*befo,re the day 
was over. 

‘Can I take part in the sacrifice,’ Iphigeneia 
asked, ‘and lead the dances round the altar, as I 
used to do at home ?’ 

To this ‘question Agamemnon could not bear 
to make a reply.. Ho kissed his daughter and 
again he wept tears. ‘These .tears’, he said, ‘are 
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because of the long,fai'ewell that I irhist soon take 
of you. And now go inside the tent and rest. I 
mystif must Qiake\(he preparations for the sacri- 
fice.’ 

So Iphigeneia wijthdrew and, as she went, she 
smiled ‘kindly upon the father who was planning 
to "take her life. 

And now Clytemnestra began to question her 
husband about the arrangements that had been 
made fijr the w'edfling and about the birtji and 
the qualities of Achilles whom she fancied was 
to become her son-in-law*. Agamemnon gave 
evasive replies to her questions. WBat he wanted 
most was Ibr her <o leave the camp before the 
sacrifice took place’, but, when he suggested that 
she should return home to, Mycenae and leave 
the whole matter of the wetWing in his hands, she 
was, as might have been expectcc^ *both angry 
with him for making such a request and determined 
not to grant it. She had a right, she said, to be 
present at her own daughter’s wedding, and 
nothing would make her forego that right. Once 
again, then, Agamemnon found liis plans mis- 
carrying. Yet, though he could not persuade his 
wife to leave tlie camp, he w-as determined to 
conceal the truth from her for as long as possible. 

Even in this, however, he was disappointed. 
For now he W'ent away in order to consult with 
Calchas how the army should be told of what 
Arfemis had demanded arid of how the sacrifice 
should be performed. While he w'as away Achil- 
les himself came to his tent. He was finding that 
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his own trodps, the famdus. Myrmidons, were 
becoming restive because of the delay in sailing 
and he had come to consult? w*th Agamemnofa as ' 
to the best means of keeping i|he men quiet. 

The camp of Achilles was sfjme way from that 
of Agamemnon and so he knew' nothing' of the 
arrival of ClytemncStra and of Iphigeneia. He 
was surprised when Glytemnestra welcomed him 
outside her husband’s tent, and he was still more 
surprised when she addressed ,him affectionately 
as one who was about to become her son-in-law. 
T have never wooed 'your daughter,’ he said to 
her, ‘nor havl* I ever till this moment heard any 
mention of a marriage.’ 

At these words Glytemnestra was filled with 
shame and astonisl^ment. It appeared plainly 
that some trick had been played on both Achilles 
and herself} |3Ut neither of them could imagine 
what could be the purpose of so cruel a deception. 
They were soon to find out the truth, for the old 
servant to whom Agamemnon had entrusted the 
letter that was never delivered, now that he found 
Glytemnestra alone with Achilles, came forward 
and revealed to them the terrible message of 
Galchas and the terrible danger in which Iphi- 
geneia stood. It was for death, he toJd them, and 
not for marriage that Iphigeneia had been sum- 
moned from her home, and now he begged 
Achilles, whose name had been used in vain, to 
protect the girl who, in her innocence, imagined 
that she was betrothed to him. For this old ser- 
vant was above all loyal to Glytemnestra and her 
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family, since he ha^ Been in her stJrvice before 
ever she married Agamemnon. 

Clytemnestsa-, hdj rrfied and distraught by the 
dreadful story she had heard, also implored 
Achilles to help her! if he could. As for Achilles, 
whose chief though s were always of war*and of 
hoftour, he was furious that "his name had been 
used \vhen he himself had never been consulted. 
He was as eager as anyone for the fleet to be 
able t(r.iail, and, h^id he bfeen told that Agapiem- 
non’s daughter must die for the whole of Greece, 
it is probable that he wouM have agreed tef the 
sacrifice. What vexed him- most wa*s that he had 
not been tdld. He* had been rated below Menc- 
laus and below Odysseus, whereas he regarded 
himself as being second to noije in the army. Thus 
he was enraged against Agamemnon and swore 
that he would defend Iphigeneia in l\Js*own person 
and would, ifnieed be, die for her rather than let 
the others so much as touch the hem of her 
robe. 

Clytemnestra was gratctul to him for the help 
he offered, but she saw clearly that, against the 
will of all the Greeks, not even Achilles coufd 
prevail. She tofd him that she herself would make 
one last appeal to her husband not to do this 
terrible thing and she urged him, when the assem- 
bly of the Greeks was held at which the words of 
Calchas would be made known to the army, to 
oppose the wicked resolution with aH his force 
and all his influence. This Achilles promised to 
do and he promised also that, should he fail in 
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this, he would still be willihg jto fight to the death 
in order to preserve Iphigeneia’s life. 

So Achilles went away to ci»nsul^.with his*Own' 
troops and it was not long jefore Agamemnon 
returned to find his wife in a :/ery different frame 
of min& from that in which he hatd left hei. Most 
bitterly she reproached him with his treachery 
to her, his cruelty to their daughter and his 
cowardice in face of the army. And, as she saw 
that her complaints and her ^tears werq -having 
no effect, she brought forward Iphigeneia herself 
in front of her father -and asked him, in her pre- 
sence, how he could contemplate becoming the 
murderer of such a daughter.. Iphigdneia joined 
her tears with those of her mother. She could 
scarcely believe it to be possible that a father 
whom she loved so dearly and who, she thought, 
loved her too, could consent to be her executioner. 
She loved the light of day and shrank from the 
darkness of death which threatened her. She had 
expected a joyful marriage and had looked for- 
ward in the future to welcoming her father in her 
own home and to seeing his pride in the grand- 
children she would bear. But now, young and 
unmarried, with no dances and no h%ppy songs, 
she was to be led, like some animal, to the altar 
of sacrifice. 

Now indeed Agamemnon wished that he had 
never consented to the cruel demand of Calchas ; 
but now it seemed to him that the decision was 
irrevocable and that nothing could alter it. He 
knew that at this very moment the Greeks, were 
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meeting in ah assembly afad^that Calchas was 
telling them what the will of tlip goddess was; he 
knew that they would be toldithat,, unless Iphi- ' 
geneia was sacrificed, Troy wc uld never fall, nor 
would the expedition ever sail rom Aulis ; and he 
knew thkt such was the temper of the army that, 
however much they* might pity the fate of an 
innocent girl, they would not let her life stand 
in .the way of their great ambitions and their 
desire ^or war. And so," though he did npt hide 
the grief he felt, he rcmaiped inflexible to the 
pray®rs of his daughter and of his wife. Partly to 
calm his own ‘ conscience he began to minimise 
his own responsibility for what, was to 'take place 
and, as he left the two women* and went away to 
hear what was happening at the assembly, he 
said to Iphigeneia ^It is not I and it is ’ not 
Menelaus who wish this thing to be. It is not 
Calchas or Odysseus. No, it is something more 
important than any of us. Your blood is to be 
shed for the freedom and the greatness of Greece 
herself.’ 

These words,* whether sincerely spoken or not, 
hid their effect upon the noble nature of the girl, 
and, even in her tears, she began to recover her 
courage and to reflect that the death she shrank 
from was a death which would bring her undying 
honour. For on her alone depended the success 
and safety of the army and navy of the Greeks. 
The great* warriors, each one* of them, were 
prepared if need be to "die in battle. Should not 
she, though only a young woman, also be r^ady 
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to lay down her for the good atid greatness 
of her country ? 

Soon, indeed, czfrne the time for her to do so. 
For now Achillas came hurrying to the tent 
straight from the as'sembly of the army. He had 
no good news td teH. The words of CalcBas had 
been . received with joy and* with relief; in the 
whole, host there was one overmastering desire, 
which was to man the ships as soon as the pro- 
mised w,inds blew ^nd to be upon the sea (jn the 
way to Troy. Only Aphilles himself had ventured 
to stand up and to oppose* the sacrifice, and, so 
furious had the army been.at his ojJposition, that 
in spite of his great name and his brilliant quali- 
ties, even his own froops had threatened to stone 
him to death unless he cease^ to interfere in what 
the whole expedition was resolved to do. Even 
now troops were on the way to eseqr^ Iphigeneia 
to the place* of sacrifice. Achilles himself had 
come, as he had promised, fully armed and 
ready to die in her defence. • Not that he had any 
hope saving her, but he was determined not to 
break his word. 

But now Iphigeneia gently declined to accept 
the help that he offered. ‘Why should so many,’ 
she said, ‘b& prepared to risk their lives for their 
country and I alone cling to my poor life, when 
my death is able to do such good ? It is better to 
do the will of the gods without complaint and to 
help my fellow 'country'mfcn in whatever way I 
can do so. Indeed I am proud to die. since ever 
afterwards men will honour me for my death,’. 
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As Achillas looked at the girl and saw the 
beauty and the resolution in h^ face, he wondered 
at her. Now he wished that the lyipg message of 
Agamemnon had been true and that this noble 
creature could become his wife instead of being 
led to the slaughter for the good of the army. And 
Iphigeneia, as she looked upon Achilles in all the 
beauty and strength of his youth, might herself 
have been glad to find such a husband; but now 
her mind was set on “something very different 
from a wedding and, though Achilles still urged 
her to allow him to stavid in front of her and shield 
her from the approaching guards, she would have 
none of his help. So Achilles, departed, since it 
was his duty to be present at the sacrifice. 

And now Iphigeneia said farewell to her 
mother, begging her»not to be angry with her 
husband Agamemnon and to welcome him with 
love when he returned victorious from Troy. But 
Clytemnestra’s heart was bitter within her: she 
would never forgive, her husband for the part 
which he had played. Now, however, she could 
think of nothing but her daughter and she clung 
tG her despairingly as she saw the guards approach 
who were to take her to be sacrificed. , 

Iphigeneia’s own purpose never wavered. She 
freed herself from her mother’s embrace. No 
violence was required to bring her to the appoint- 
ed place. Instead she wa'iked between the guards 
like a princess in some triumphal procession, calm 
and noble, holding, her. head high, and it seemed 
to her, as she went, that she was filled with some 
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divine power and streftgth which vrd& leading her 
on in a direction d'Aferent from anything that she 
had«magine(^ tpwArds something new and strange 
and glorious. 

So she came to the place of sacrifice where ali" 
the army was assembled, and, as the merf looked 
at her, they felt a holy awe and a deep compassion 
for her fate. Then the herald proclaimed silence; 
they crowned the maiden’s head with garlands, 
and Calchas, the priest, took from the altar the 
keen knife which he was to plunge into her throat. 
But first, in the name of all the Greeks, Achilles 
prayed. ‘O lady Artemis,.’ he said, ‘accept this 
sacrifice that we <jffer, the innocent blood of a 
pure maiden ; and grant to us in return favourable 
winds and that with our long spears we may over- 
thro<v the proud towers of Troy.’ 

And now the moment for the sacrifice had 
come. No hand was laid upon Iphigeneia and she 
unflinchingly bared her white neck to receive the 
blow of the knife which Calchas held. Meanwhile 
the leaders of the Greeks and indeed most men in 
the army stood with bowed heads, for, though 
they had approved the sacrifice themselves, they 
could not.beai' to see it carried out. And so 
Calchas rai^d the knife and struck and, as he 
struck, a great sigh went up from the whole army 
like the sound of a sudden wind through dry 
grasses. Yet in an instant the sighing changed to 
cries and exclamations of* astonishment. For a 
miracle had taken place.. At the ' ery instant 
whei\ Calchas had thrust the knife firmly at the 
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girl’s throat, the noble girl herself had changed 
or been dissolved into the air!r Now, in the place 
where she had been, they saw a gre^t stag garping 
out its life upon the ground as the streams of blood 
issued from a great cut in its neck. 

The 'army cried aloud in joy, for it was plain to 
all that the goddess Artemis herself had refused 
the human sacrifice and had, in her divine power, 
giyen the great stag to take the place of the noble 
daughter of Agamemnon. Iphigeneia herself had 
been carried away by the goddess, far from the 
haunts of men, to be her servant and companion. 
The greatness and genjerosity of her soul had been - 
rewarded. 

And now the winds began to blow from the 
shore. In joy and gladness the Greeks trooped 
down to the sea and began to man their ships. At 
long last thp great expedition was to sail upon its 
way. Among the shouts of seamen. and the clash 
of arms, Agamemnon said good-bye to his wife 
and told her that their daughter, so far from 
meeting death, had found honour with the blessed 
gods. But Glytemnestra’s heart remained un- 
changed within her. 
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W HILE King Agamemnon was leading the 
Greek forces in their long war against 
. Troy, his wife, Cl):temnestra, was betray- 
ing him at home. She, during his absence, ruled in 
the rocky citadel of golden Mycenae and she railed 
,, without check oi hindrance, since .all the great 
warriors had gone, to Troy and only the women, 
the children and the old men were left behind. 

Years passed and from the battle front, far away 
across the sea, news came iphequently and when 
it came it was bad news. The fighting seemed to 
have no end ; more and more of ’those young 
men who had set out confidently to win glory and 
riches in the great war were reported as dead or 
missing somewhere in the plains of Troy, and 
those whose hearts ached for them, - fathers, sis- 
ters and wives - had nothing to console theni, 
unless it were the dust and ashes of the dead sent 
home in a Tuncral urn. It was no wonder that, as 
the long time went by, there were some who 
cursed Agamemnon and his interminable war in 
which was perishing so much of the youth and 
strength of Greece ; yet oiv the whole jthe people 
remained loyal to their Kyig, praying for victory 
and for his return. 


H 
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But these were never the prayers of Clytem- 
nestra. If she had received the news of her hus- 
band’s death, she would have laughed for joy at 
the hearing of it; for she hated her husband and 
she loved her husband’s most bitter enemy. She 
had, <5r thought she had, good reason .to hate 
Agamemnon; for, at the time when the great 
expedition was ready to set sail for Troy but was 
(Relayed by contrary winds, Agamemnon had 
listened to the words of the priests and prophets 
in his' army and had been ready to sacrifice to the 
goddess Artemis hi;- .own daughter, Iphigcncia, 
so as to secure fair sailing weather for the fleet. - 
It was after this that there had come 'to Mycenae 
one who, if Agamemnon had been there, would 
never have dared to set his foot across the frontier. 
This was Aegisthus,*a man who was in no wdy the 
equal of Agamemnon, but who won the affection 
of Agamemnon’s wife. Their guilty love was as a 
link in the chain of evil - evil which had been 
done before and evil which was to follow after. 
For Aegisthus’ father, Thyestes, was the brother 
of Atreus, who was the father of the Kings Aga- 
memnon and Menelaus. After the birth of these 
two princes Thyestes had secretly l^ecome the 
lover of Atreus’ wife and by her had had children. 
In the end Atreus had discovered the shameful 
fact and he had taken a terrible vengeance upon 
his brother. He had irivited Thyestes to a feast 
and had set before him to eat the flesh of his own 
children. Not till Thyestes had eaten of this flesh 
did Atreus reveal what he had done, and, then 
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Thyestes, with a grea’t cry, had overturned the 
table with his foot and had, though guilty himself, 
called down ^ great curse on the house of Atreus. 
He had then left Mycenae for ever, but, before 
he died, he became the father of Aegisthus, whtJ 
was to* do evil ’hirfiself and to bring evil upon 
otlieVs. 

No\v, while all the best of the Greeks were 
fighting before Troy, Aegisthus came to Mycenae 
and wasi the lover pf Agarticmnon’s wife. He and 
Clytemnestra did not, live openly together in the 
splendid palace that stooclbn the height of the 
• great fortress that looks out over t+ie mountains 
and the wide plains of Argos to the sea. For they 
feared the people who, though many of them 
might grumble at the long \\^ar, still were loyal to 
their* King and would nevef, so long as Agamem- 
non was alive, accept as their majtw one who, 
like a jackal, ‘was sleeping in the bed where the 
lion had lain. Yet the love between Clytemnestra 
and Aegisthus did not go ‘unnoticed. The old 
men, loyal counsellors of Agamemnon and of his 
father before him, longed for the’ day when the 
King would return and would set his house in 
order; but there were others who began to rest 
their hopes upon Clytemnestra and upon Aegis- 
thus, as the war dragged on and on and as the 
King, with all the flower of Greece, still tarried 
overseas. 

Suddenly canfe the news for which* all had so 
long been waiting. One rrighl the wa'chman on 
the roof of Glytemnestra’s palace saw in tj^e 
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northern sky, outshining tlie gleam of star-light, 
the distant blaze of fire. As the flames grew and 
mounted he knew their meaning, ^e was watch-* 
ing the light of a beacon which carried the mes- 
Isage that Troy had fallen. From mountain top to 
mountain top, from island to island, across the 
seas, the rivers and the plains this signal of*fire 
had come from Asia into Europe, from the con- 
quered walls of Troy to the citadel of Mycenae. 
As the watchman gazed upon Jhe distant, light he 
cried aloud in joy because he knew that the long 
war'was over and tHat^his master would return. 
But, knowing4iow matters were in Mycenae itself, ' 
he prayed to the gods that the Gredcs, in their 
hour of victory, might be restrained from out- 
rageous conduct an,d impiety and might return 
home safely and with the blessing of heaven. 
Then he gave,the news to his mistress, and Clytem- 
nestra, though no news could have pleased her 
less than that of her husband’s return, had still to 
pretend that she waS' glad of it. She gave orders 
for sacrifices of thanksgiving to be made at all 
the altars of the gods ; she joined in the singing 
and the dancing; she joined too in the prayers, 
though secretly her own were diflerent.from those 
of the others who longed to welcome back their 
dear ones; for already she and Aegisthus were 
making their own plans. 

Meanwhile at Troy the Greeks had done just 
what the old watchm’an had prayed that they 
would be prevented from doing. After the long 
tep years of hardship, of wounds and of dangers. 
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they had, in the momeht of victory, lost all control 
over themselves. Old and young had been but- 

•chei«d in the^ streets of Troy without thought or 
mercy ; oaths had been broken and the temples of 
the gods had been profaned. Thus the gods werC 
angry with the* Greeks and made their* home- 
coming more difficult than their setting out. 
Many, of them were to wander for years, driven 
by storms over the face of the ocean, before cmct 
they wefe to rctuyi; others were to find in their 
own homes not pea(;e and, quiet but peril and 
even death. 

> Agamemnon was not one of those who had to 
wander for long aver the sea before he reached 
his home. It was ndt many days after the message 
of fire had been rercived that he and his ships 
sailed into the harbour o?*Nauplia in the bay 
below the palace and fortress of My cenae. Mes- 
.sengers soon brought to Clytemnestra the news of 
his coming. He came rich with the spoils of war 
and proud in his victory, but the men who ac- 
companied him were few indeed compared with 
the number who, ten years previously, had set 
out on the great expedition; so great had been 
the slaugli/er beneath the walls of Troy. Among 
the slaves tijeen from the captured city Agamem- 
non was bringing with him Cassandra, the beauti- 
ful daughter of King Priam of Troy, to be his own 
handmaid. This princess, who was now a slave 
ai\d chattel, had been in every way unfortunate. 
For the god»Apollo himself had loved her and had 
given to her the gift of knowing the luture; but 
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then, either from fear or from modesty, she had 
rejected the god, and Apollo, though he could not 
take back the gift he had given, ipade this* gift* 
worthless. For he brought it about that, while 
X^assandra knew the future and could reveal it to 
others, bo one would believe what she saidt Thus 
she had known that Troy would fall and that she 
and her sisters and her old mother woujd be 
made slaves; she had urged King Priam and her 
brother Hector to make peacj: with the. Greeks 
while peace could still be .made and while still 
great Hector lived. t'But her true words were 
taken to be the idle ravings of a crazed woman. 
Now she went as a slave ii> the company of 
Agamemnon and, as she landed on this foreign 
shore, her prophetiq heart began to stir within 
her. She dreaded the mountains in front of her 
and she half s/;emed to see already, what was still 
out of sight, the great palace of Atreus and his 
sons, a home of blood, towards which they were 
going. 

And so, while Agamemnon, with the remnants 
of his army, with his slaves and his booty, made 
his way up from the coast to the fortress which was 
the capital of his kingdom, in Myccnac Clytem- 
nestra prepared to welcome him, and, as she saw 
in the distance the band of veterans from Troy 
winding its way up the rocky paths, she prayed 
to Zeus that her own deeply laid and treacherous 
plans might be successful. She knew that, if she 
were to act at all,* she must act at once, before 
Agamemnon could re-establish his authority or 
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discover the extent t6 which already she had 
betrayed him. Meanwhile Aegisthus and his 
•bodyguard wj re waiting in hiding near by. 

So at the gateway of the palace Clytemnestra 
met the great King who was her husband. She 
looked 'at him closely and saw that the ten long 
yeacs of war had left their mark upon him. There 
was a ^majesty and a strength in his bearing as he 
stood there, looking steadily in her face, and she, 
with all^her resoli^tion, trembled at the thought 
that he might already have been told something 
of her conduct. She spoke l^urriedly and, had he 
• indeed been suspicious, he .would have noticed in 
her words a kind. of exaggeration which would 
have shown that thty were not sincere. She told 
him that all the time that he had been away she 
had wept for him continually ; day and night she 
had been in tears at the thought of the dangers 
that might be threatening him; and for herself 
there had been not a single moment of joy or 
pleasure until this glad moment of her husband’s 
return. And now, she said, she felt as she saw 
him like the shipwrecked sailor* who suddenly 
comes in sight of land ; to her his coming was lilie 
the sweet Ught fn the sky that follows the tempest, 
like a cool .spring of water w'hich refreshes the 
weary traveller. 

As she spoke, Agamemnon remained standing 
in his chariot, looking how at her, now at the 
people assembled about her. He was seeing his 
home and liis people for the fir^t time in ten years. 
And. now Clytemnestra ordered her slaves to 
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spread on the ground a great purple carpet. 'Let 
not my lord, the King,’ she said, ‘set his conquer- 
ing foot upon the ground. Jnstead,let him Ivead' 
on purple, and let Justice lead him to his home!’ 

** So saying, she bowed before him and all her 
slaves &nd attendants also prostrated themselves. 
But Agamemnon looked at her coldly. It seemed 
to him that she had protested too much; moreover 
he was a soldier and a Greek; it was not to his 
taste to be welcomed With tlys extravagance of 
bowing and of purple cg-rpets as though he 
were some barbarialf monarch. ‘Give me,’ he 
said, ‘only the honour, that is due to a man,' and ' 
keep such ceremonies as these for the service of 
the gods.’ 

But Clytemnestra ^continued to beg and plead 
with him to do what* she wished and in the* end 
Agamemnon,^ though he made no secret of his 
displeasure, allowed himself to be 'persuaded to 
set his foot upon the costly glowing colours of the 
royal carpet. First,, however, he removed his 
sandals, for he wished to behave with humility 
and not to invite the jealousy of any god as he 
went into his home. He turned also to Cassandra 
and told his wife to look after her well. Glytem- 
nestra glanced at the strange foreign girl who had 
come with Agamemnon from Troy. She saw how 
her eyes were staring wide in terror at the great 
walls and battiements of this palace to which she 
had been brought. For, though Glytemnestra did 
not know it, the prophetic spirit in Cassandra was 
stirring. She knew that she was in a place of blood. 
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As for Clytemnestra, sHe looked coldly at the poor 
slave who had been loved by Apollo and who 
was i*riam’s (^aughter, since it was her purpose to 
kill Cassandra also, when the time came. 

Meanwhile great Agamemnon strode along th€ 
purple ‘into his home and did not know that, in 
what seemed a moment of perfect triumph, he 
was ill fact going like a sacrificial beast to his own 
slaughter. Clytemnestra watched him go aad 
then prepared to ^follow liim so that she might 
carry out her own ?vil ar^d cruel plan. First, 
however, she spoke to ^G;;ssandra, telling* her 
roughly to get down from, the chariot in which 
she stood and to go indoors with the other slaves. 
But Cassandra still ’stared fixedly in front of her, 
seeming not to hear the Queen’s words; and not 
even when Clytemnestra raised her voice in anger 
did the prophetess pay her any attention. So, 
since she did not wish yet to show openly the 
violence that she planned, Clytemnestra left her 
standing at the gate, whilo she herself followed 
Agamemnon into the palace. 

And now the troops who had for so long and so 
faithfully guarded their King in the perils of w^r 
dispersed to their own homes, believing that they 
had brought their master back to a place of peace. 
There were left outside the palace only Cassandra 
and some of the old counsellors of Agamemnon 
who remained to discuss* among themselves what 
they knew of the past an'd what they feared or 
hoped for the future. T-hcy could never have 
feared anything so dreadful as what was just about 



122 THE VENGEANCE. OF THE GODS 

I 

to take place; for who could have imagined that a 
wife, unaided and with her own hand, would 
destroy her own husband, the greatest King* 
among the Greeks, in the moment of his home- 
coming? Only to Cassandra, with the god’s gift 
of prophetic insight, the whole evil of the past, of 
the present, and of the future was visible and alive. 
As she stared at the gigantic walls of Agamem- 
non’s palace it seemed to her that the walls were 
running with blood and that stains of blood were 
spreading over the floors, '^’hough she had never 
heard the story of thf ‘cruel feast that Atreus had 
placed before 'his brother Thyestes, in her mind’s . 
eye she seemed to see the figures of children 
holding in their hands cookCd portions of their 
own flesh. She cried out in horror and now the 
great power of the god of prophecy, Apollo him- 
self, descende;d upon her and overmastered her. 
She spoke in a voice that was no longer her own 
voice; her head and her limbs were tossed like 
leaves in a wind; her breathing was heavy and 
laboured as she tried to tell what she still saw 
through a kind of mist - the evil that was being 
done or that was about to be done. And, as the 
old men questioned her, they w‘ere Ipth aston- 
ished and alarmed by what she said ;. for she told 
them what the god showed to her, all the past 
history of the crimes that had been committed in 
that place; she told them of what they either 
knew or suspected, that Aegisthus, while the King 
was away, had stolen into the heart and into the 
bed of the King’s wife; and she told them, that 
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even now, at this insta'nt, a web or net of death 
was being spread for Agamemnon himself. And 
\iow gradually, the prophetic frenzy began to leave 
her. Her voice and manner became quiet and 
calm; her eyes lost their fixed and fearful stare^ 
she seemed like ‘a princess, though pitiful* in her 
slavery, as she went herself into the palace, know- 
ing th{it she was going to her own death. 

Once more she ha.d spoken the truth and on«e 
more k .was not helieved*. For, though the old 
counsellors to whom sjie had been speaking, were 
indeed frightened by her^W^rds, they still could 
not bring tncrnselves to imagine that those words 
were strictly true. Sfetsoitwas. Inside the palace 
Clytemnestra had prepared a bath for her hus- 
band, knowing that he would wish to refresh 
hims*elf after his journey. She had also cunningly 
prepared a robe, a wicked and trcacjiorous instru- 
ment of death which, like a strait jacket, locked 
the arms of anyone who wore it, making even the 
strongest man impotent to defend himself. And 
so, in the bathroom of his palace, fettered in this 
robe, Agamemnon was slaughtered like an ox in 
a stall, slaughtered by the hand of his own wife 
who struck at him, defenceless as he was, wdth a 
heavy axe. .Twice Agamemnon cried aloud be- 
fore he fell to the ground in the streams of his 
own blood; but there was no one to help him. 

Next Clytemnestra gave orders for Cassandra 
to.be put to deith. She had been the property 
of Agamen/non, and nothing of Agamemnon’s 
was to be left. And now, as had been arranged. 
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Aegisthus came with his* band of armed men. 
He had taken no part in the murder himself, but 
he was ready to share in its fruity and to make' 
himself King of Mycenae and of Argos, ruling 
\here with Clytemnestra as his Queen. So sud- 
denly Rad the dreadful deed been done that those 
who were still loyal to Agamemnon were ' left 
confused, weak and incapable. The few .troops 
that had returned from Troy, were scattered about 
the cjty; the old counsellors v'^ho had heard the 
prophecies of Cassa^ndra and who, to confirm 
these prophecies, had'heard Agamemnon himself 
cry aloud in his death-agony, were overawed and 
helpless when they found themselves confronted 
by Clytemnestra, exultant in* the murder that she 
had done, and by A,egisthus with his armed men. 

So Clytemnestra afid Aegisthus reigned, and it 
seemed that they reigned securely. Yet there was 
an old servant in the palace who loved his master 
and his master’s family. Directly after the murder 
this servant had hurriedly taken away Agamem- 
non’s young son, Orestes. He and the young boy 
had ridden fast through the mountain passes to 
the north and had made their escape from Aegis- 
thus, who, with or without the will of Clytem- 
nestra, would certainly have destroyed any male 
child of Agamemnon. So Orestes lived and the 
curse still lived on that had haunted and was still 
to haunt the House of Atreus. 
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A fter Clytemnestra had killed her husband 
Agamemnon, she ruled in golden Mycenae 
and her lover Aegfsthus ruled with her. 
Into their hands passed all, the wealth of’Troy 
which Agamemnon had brought back home yvith 
^im •- the gold and the slaves and, the rich gar- 
ments - so that tiieir court was more splendid 
than it had ever been. Yet no one who has an 
unquiet mind can li\ e happily, and, in the midst 
of all this wealth and powor’, both Clytemnestra 
and Aegisthus were vexed by the knowledge of 
the evil that they had done and by the fear that 
one day this evil would be avenged. They were 
flattered by their servants artd their courtiers, but 
they were neither loved nor respected ; nor could 
their soldiers or the strong walls df their citadel 
protect them from haunting thoughts in the day- 
time or fnyi drtams in the night. 

As for Clytemnestra, she had tried to quiet her 
own eonscicncc by the plea that Agamemnon had 
deserved to die because he had been willing to 
take away from her ont of her own children, 
Iphigeneia, to be sacrificed for the good of the 
army and tl>e fleet. Yet now, by killing her hus- 
band^ she had lost her other children as well. 

127 
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Her son Orestes, who had been a mere boy at the 
time of the murder, had been carried away into 
safety by an old servant of Agamemnon’s. He 
was being brought up far away in northern Greece 
Tnd little news of him ever reached Mycenae, 
though it was clear enough that he must be 
growing up in hatred of his mother for what she 
had done and that, at some time or other, he 
might attempt to regain the kingdom which was 
his by right. As for the other child, Elec'^ra, she 
was a little older than Orestes and she, even 
better than he, had been able to realise at the time 
the meaning of the dreadful crime of which her 
mother had been guilty. She bad remained in the 
palace and had seen day aftci day the proud love- 
making of the woman who had murdered her 
father and of the man who had not dared to look 
her father in the face. No words of self-excuse 
that Clytemnestra could address to her daughter 
had any effect upon the girl’s hard embittered 
heart; for Electra could think only of one great 
fact, that her father Agamemnon, leader of all 
the Greeks, had been treacherously murdered by 
his own wife at the moment of his homecoming. 
As for Aegisthus, she thought of him with horror 
and with hatred; for how, she wondered, could 
her mother have preferred to her own great hus- 
band a man who had the good looks of a woman, 
but, though his nature was savage enough, none 
of the courage of a man. And so Electra passed 
her days and nights imbitterness and humiliation, 
giving her mother no love, and receiving none 
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from her. She prayed only that Orestes would 
return and would avenge their father’s death, 
\hough, as the years went by and for long periods 
of time she had no knowledge of whether Orestes 
were alive or dead, even this hope would somer- 
times fail her and she would seem to see no end 
to her own sufferings and to the triumph of those 
who had destroyed her father. 

It was to be expected that, as Electra remained 
constantly faithful to her- father’s memory, she 
would become more and more hated by Clytem- 
nestra and by Aegisthus. Moreover she was not 
pnly hated, out feared. For, if she were to marry 
a man who was suited to her by birth, she might 
bear children who would be princes and powerful 
and who would ceriainly be taught that they 
should avenge their grandfather’s death. And so, 
when Electra reached the age at which she might 
be married and when offers for her hand came 
from great men among the Greeks, Aegisthus and 
Clytemnestra, though they had no wish to keep 
Electra with them at home, still refused such 
offers. Instead they forced her into a marriage 
which, they thought, would humiliate her still 
further and woUld also serve their own interests. 
They gave her as wife to a poor peasant who lived 
in a rough cottage in the fields some way away 
from the great palace of the sons of Atreus. Thus 
they hoped to get rid of Electra for ever, for no 
one in fiiture would want to marry her and she 
herself, with fresh hardships and sufferings in 
addition to the sorrow she had already, would 
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soon wear out in poverty' her nyserable life and 
would cease to be a trouble and a reproach to 
those who ruled in her father’s palace. 

Yet things did not turn out as Aegisthus and 
'Clytemnestra had planned. It was true that 
Electry'.’s life was miserable, but the man to whom 
she had been given in marriage, though he* was 
poor enough, had a heart and spirit much more 
noble than were those of the usurping King and 
Queen. He pitied Electra for herself and he 
revered her as the; daugjiter of Agamemnon, 
whose faithful subject he had been in the past. 
So, though be was tofced to keep her in his poos, 
cottage, he kept her with him not as a wife, but 
as an honoured guest; for h6 hoped that one day 
the murder of Agamemnon would be avenged 
and, if ever that day»camc, he wanted Eleclra to 
be free to. marry some great man among the 
Greeks, as she should do, since she was the daughter 
of a King. 'For this kindness and consideration 
of his Electra honoured the good man who was, 
though only in name, her husband. She was 
forced to shar^ his life of poverty, but she tried to 
lighten it for him by her care for his comfort and 
her diligence in the household ta^ks. Her sorrows 
remained, - her grief for her father, her longing 
and anxiety for her brother’s return - but in this 
poor cottage to which she had been condemned 
she found more real kindness and more solid 
worth than she had 'ever known in the great 
palace where her mother and Aegisthus ruled. 

Now all this time Orestes was growing to man- 
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hood under thf protection of King Strophius of 
Phocis, whose kingdom was in the mountains 
•beyond the Isthmus .of Corinth, He had been 
brought up with the King’s son, Pylades, and the 
two young princes became inseparable compare- 
ions, sharing in each other’s thoughts and actions, 
and 'SO faithful to each other’s interests that they 
becarne to later ages an example of what friend- 
ship could be, Both_ young men were strong and 
brave,* but, while pylades* lived as a prince in his 
father’s kingdom, re,spected and loved by all, 
Orestes kne'v himself to be* an exile, cut off from 
.his rights and deprived of liis father because of 
his mother’s wiclv-'dness. He grew up, in spite 
of his beauty and strength, with bitter thoughts 
in his heart and, when he reached manhood, he 
went with Pylades to the gi*cat temple of Apollo 
at Delphi to consult the oracle of the.god. Here, 
among the towering mountains where eagles circle 
outwards from the heights and where the air is 
clear and bright as^ crystal, the god through the 
mouth of his prophetess gave the young man no 
uncertain answer, Orestes was told that he must 
go back to Mycenae and must there avenge his 
father’s dgath 6y killing Aegisthus and by killing 
his own mother. This was the clear command of 
Apollo himself and dreadful punishments would 
fall upon the young man if he failed to carry' out 
the task that was set before him, 

.So Apollo revealed his ’will to OreStes, but he 
did not reveal everything. He did nt say that 
there exist terrible avengers for a mother’s blood. 
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the savage Erinyes, and * that, by obeying the 
commands of one divine power, Clrestes would be 
bringing upon himself the full wrath of another,/ 
As it was, everything seemed, in thAt high moun- 
tain air, clear and distinct. Though Orestes 
might shrink, as any son woyld shrink, from the 
thought of shedding his mother’s blood, he knew 
his mother’s crime, he respected his father’s 
memory and he was supported by the certain 
authority and definite comniapd of Apollq. 

He* set out therefore for Mycenae, determined 
to c^rry out the dreadful and dangerous enter- 
prise, and his friend Pyl^des went with him, ready 
to share his perils and, if necessary, to die with 
him in the daring attempt. »For it was a daring 
thing indeed for two young men to challenge the 
force and power of fne rulers of Mycenae. They 
knew of no, friends or allies in that country; all 
that was certain was that if it were orjee discovered 
who they w^re, they would instantly be put to 
death. However, thej put their trust in the gui- 
danee of Apollo and set out for the land from 
which Orestes had fled so many years ago, when 
he was only a little boy. At that time even his 
sister Electra had been so young«that she would 
now scarcely remember even what _her brother 
looked like then; no one else, certainly, would 
recognise him, unless indeed that old man, the 
faithful servant of Agamemnon, who had carried 
Orestes to < safety after his father’s murder, still 
lived. 

When they drew near to Mycenae they travel- 
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led secretly aiw^by night. BefoVe dawn they came 
to the great fortifications behind which was the 
palace of the s^ons of Atreus and now, standing in 
his own country, the first act of Orestes was to do 
honour to his father’s tomb. The tomb was out* 
side the city walls aiid had lacked the re^jerence 
thafr "was due to it. Sometimes Clytemnestra, 
when .she had been vexed with terrible dreams, 
would send offerings to the spirit of the man whom 
she had .murdered^ thou^ no sacrifice that she 
could make would qviet hcj* own spirit. Some- 
times Aegistbiis, in his wicked pride, would insult 
,the romb, pelting it with stones and mocking at 
the great man who lay within it. The people 
feared his rage and cVen those who were still loyal 
to the memory of Agamemnon did not \-cnture 
to show their loyalty openly»and would only dare 
to bring any offering to his tomb unde.r the cover 
of darkness. So Orestes found his father’s monu- 
ment neglected and overgrown with weeds. 

Here he knelt on the ground and prayed to his 
father’s spirit, renewing the oath that he had 
made to the god Apollo, that he would not shrink 
from taking full vengeance for the murder that 
had been tjone. '*Then he and Pylades sacrificed a 
black sheep, (since black is the colour which is 
proper in animals offered to the dead); and 
Orestes cut from his own head a long lock of hair 
and left it on the tomb* as a pledge of honour 
to his father. 

Now the sun was rising and they turned in the 
direction of the huts and cottages of the peasants 
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who lived scattered along 'the sloges of the valley 
and in the plain below. They wished to enquire 
first where they could find Electra; they \vouldr 
not reveal themselves to her at once, for they did 
»ot know in what state she might be found or 
whether they could depend on her to help them. 
And so, by chance or by the guidance of the god, 
they came first to the poor cottage where Electra 
herself lived. The good man who was assumed to 
be her husband had already l^ft his home Tor the 
fields, and Electra herself, was frightened when 
she .came out to draw water from the well and 
found herself confronted by two strangers, tal^ 
young men, with spears in their hands and with 
something fierce and hungry in the expression of 
their faces. But they spoke to her kindly and, 
when they began to*^nsk her ‘where does Electra 
live?’, her. first hope was that they might be 
messengers from the north who could tell her 
whether her brother Orestes was still alive. 
Orestes at once pretended that this was what, in 
fact, they were, for he did hot yet know enough 
of his sister to* know whether he could count on 
her for help in the dreadful deeds that lay ahead. 
Also he was surprised and horrified tp find that 
she, the daughter of a King, was living in so poor 
a dwelling, so destitute of all good things. He told 
her that he was indeed a messenger from her 
brother and that he hSd been sent to find out 
what was 'the state of affairs in the kingdoni of 
Mycenae. 

At the news that her brother was alive Electra 
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was full of joy, and now she 4old the strangers, 
not knowing tffat one of them was Orestes him- 
self, the story of her own life, - how she had been 
driven out of* her fatlier’s palace and forced to 
marry a poor peasant, how this good man ha^ 
respected her and shown her more kindness than 
she, had ever known from her mother, how she 
prayed and longed for the day when her brother 
Orestes would return and would put an end ^o 
the guilty loves apd lives of Clytemnestra and 
AegisthUs. 

Orestes, as he listened, ielt in his own heart 
joy and pride and love foT a sister who, like fiim- 
' self, had never forgotten the wrong that had been 
done to their father, -Agamemnon. lie pitied her 
for the sufferings which she had undergone and, 
as she told her story, he coijM scarcely keep back 
his tears. Pylades also was moved with pity and 
with love as, he looked at this >*oung girl, so 
beautiful in face and figure, so gracious in her 
bearing, who had known in her short life so little 
happiness and so ni\ich misery and humiliation. 

And now, when they were in -the middle of 
their talk and before Orestes had been able to 
decide whether or not to reveal himself to his 
sister, the* good farmer who was in name her 
husband returned to his house and was, as Plectra 
had been, surprised and frightened to see stran- 
gers standing in front of it. But no sooner did 
Electra tell him that the.se were messQugers from 
Olcstcs than he hastenecl to offer them all the 
hospitality that he was able to pro^•ide. He urged 
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them to enter his house aixl to share with him the 
little food and wine that he possessed. Orestes 
thankfully accepted the generous invitatioi^ bufr 
Electra, who knew how very liftle there was 
\jvithin the house, was glad to see that there was 
now approaching them an ojd man, a shepherd, 
who was their friend and who had been her servant. 
He was indeed that faithful follower of Agamem- 
i\on who, on the terrible day of his niaster’s 
murder, had rescued* the ‘y^ung Orestes and 
taken him to safety ^cyond the mountains. Ever 
sincp then he had lived with his few sheep and 
goats in the .countfy far away from the palace 
where he had looked after the (^hildren of his king. 
So he had escaped the notice of Aegisthus and 
Cly temnestra ; but from time to time he would 
visit Electra and thd poor farmer with whom she 
lived. He .would give them a lamb or a goat or 
whatever elsfe he could afford to, relieve their 
poverty and' he, like they, would pray for the 
safety and for the return of Orestes. 

Now, when Electra saw him approaching she 
was glad, since she knew that he also would 
welcome the news that had been brought and 
also that with his aid she would-be able to give 
these strangers something better to eat than 
the few crusts of bread which was all her house 
contained. She quickly told Orestes who this 
man was and Orestes looiied at him with affection, 
since it was indeed to -him that he owed his own 
life. 

As for the old shepherd, he.scarcely noticed the 
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strangers at first, so excited was he with the news 
he brought. Efe enquired only whether he could 
£pea^ freely and, when he was told that he could 
do so, he said what he had come to say. That 
morning he had been to visit the tomb of Aga- 
memnon and, wheij he came to it, he had been 
amazed to find that someone had been there 
before him, had made a rich sacrifice and had 
left behind him a lock of hair. Who could this bq? 
According to the old man it could be none other 
than Orestes hims*elf, and he had looked closely 
at the lock of hair and found it to be of exactly 
the same colour and textifre its Elec^ra’s own hair. 

To Electra it ^cemed that the old man was 
saying what he wished to be true rather than what 
was true in fact. ‘How I long myself,’ she said to 
him; ‘for Orestes to be her,c*, but alas! he is still 
far away. I have good reason to know this, since 
these strangers have come from hifn and are his 
messengers.’ 

Now the old man looked at Orestes and Py- 
lades, but soon he gave all his attention to Orestes 
himself, scanning every feature of his face w'ith 
his keen eyes, trying, it seemed, to trace something 
there which was known to him alone. And at 
last he cried out ‘Here, Electra, is the man him- 
self. Here is your brother whom you have awaited 
for so long. Here, grown to manhood, is the boy 
whom I took to safety beyond the mountains. I 
know him by his royal bearing and by the scar 
above his eye. He got it .when you and he were 
chileb'en and he fell down when the two of you 
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were chasing a pet fawn fin the palace of your 
father.’ 

So brother and sister were united again, and, 
g^eat was the joy they had in each* other. Great 
tpo was the joy of the old servant who had lived 
to see the prince whom he had saved return again 
to Mycenae, and of the good man ndio Jiad 
sheltered Electra beneath his poor roof. Now 
tljey all met together like friends long lostj with 
tears and with laughter. 

Ye< now, as they aU knew, was not yet the lime 
for rejoicing. In front of Orestes stood the great 
task of vengeance, a dreadful deed in itself and 
one that must prove difficult Jo accomplish. So^ 
they began to lay their plans, and what seemed 
to them best was this: 

It was known that* gn this day Aegisthus would 
leave his palace and go into the country where, 
in a plot of His own ground, he wjis to make a 
sacrifice to the nymphs. No one would be with 
him who could po.ssibly recognise Orestes and 
it seemed that, if Orestes and Pylades, pretending 
to be strangers', were to attend the sacrifice, and 
if the gods helped and guided them, some chance 
might occur of cutting down tlie tyrant in a 
moment when he had no suspicion of danger 
threatening him. And as for Clytemnestra, she 
also might be drawn out of the shelter of her 
palace and her guards. In order to do this Electra 
proposed that a message should be sent to her 
mother to say that she bad just borne a male child 
and that she needed her mother’s help in the 
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proper ceremonies of* purific'ation which take 
place after childbirth. Clytemnestra would, in 
mil probability, consent to come, not because of 
any love for hir daughter but in order to see that 
she had in fact borne a ehild to a poor farmer, ^ 
partly ©ut of curioyty and partly to insult one 
who had Tiever yielded to her in her spirit. And 
once Clytemnestra had entered the poor cottage 
to which she had condemned her daughter, sl;e 
would «find that sht* herself was condemned to die 
there. 

So they proceeded to earry out their plan. 
Orestes and Pylad's weilt^tA the fields and or- 
chards where Aegi,sthus was holding his feast and 
making his sacrifice* to the nymplis. Aegisthus 
himself noticed the two young men and asked 
them who they were and frohi what country they 
came. They told him that they wfre men of 
Thessaly, from the far north, who ’were on their 
way to sacrifice to Zeus in Olympia. Then 
Aegisthus invited them to*lus feast. ‘You men of 
Thessaly,’ he said, ‘are known to be good at 
taming horses and at severing the jr)ints of animals 
prepared for sacrifice. You must join us at the 
feast whicji we'^nakc this day.' 

Then Or;?stes and Pylades went in with the 
others over the green grass to the place chosen 
for the sacrifice. First a calf was sacrificed and, 
after he had cut the beast’s throat, .\egisthus said 
‘Come, my Thessalian guests; take tho knives and 
the axes and let us see your skill in ciu»'ng up the 
body. So Orestes took an axe and Pylades took a 
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knife. Quickly thefy flayed and d^membered the 
carcase and cleft it open so that Aegisthus could 
look inside it and see by , inspecting the \yarm 
entrails what, by the rules of prophecy, might be 
his fortune. As he bent his head to look, he saw 
that tlje liver of the slaughtered animal was mis- 
shapen and he saw other signs, all of which por- 
tended evil. For a moment Aegisthus shrank 
hack. ‘What can this be ?’ he said. ‘One thing I 
fear, and that is the soh of Agamemnon. Yet he 
is nowhere near me,’ Anc;! so he peered down 
again into the body of the animal, seeking to find 
some more propitiohs. sign. Then Orestes raised^ 
the axe high and, with the flill strength of his 
arms and shoulders, brouglft it down upon the 
neck of Aegisthus, severing the head from the 
trunk, slaughtering Rim there like an ox, and like 
great Agan?emnon himself had been slaughtered. 

At once there was a cry of anger and dismay 
from the assembled guests and from the body- 
guard of Aegisthus. Orestes and Pylades grasped 
their weapons and stood still. Before any move 
could be made Orestes cried out ‘I, who have 
killed the tyrant, am no stranger, as you supposed. 
I am your rightful King, Orestes, ^he son of 
Agamemnon.’ 

The old servant was there to prove the truth of 
what he said and soon, among all the soldiers 
and servants of King Aegisthus, the cries of anger 
and of violence changed to shouts of joy. They 
laid their spears down upon the ground and 
crowned the head of Orestes' with garlands. . 
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Thus the first part of>his task' was done, but the 
second remained. The body of Aegisthus was 
sarri^d back to the cottage where Elcctra was 
waiting anxiohsly to hear what had been the 
success of the attempt of her brother and hij 
friend, ^he rejoiced, at the sight of it and at the 
full j^engoance that had been taken on the man 
who had betrayed her father. But the time for 
words was short, for now over the plain could b.p 
seen approaching fclie proud chariot of Clytcm- 
nestra. The message sent to her from Electra had 
had its effect and the Queen, with slaves ^and 
attendants at her side, khowing nothing of her 
lover’s death or of, her son’s return, was coming 
to visit the daughter •whom she had rejected. 

And now, as he saw the bright chariots in the 
distahee and knew that his n^other was in one of 
them, for the first time the heart of Ore;5tes shrank 
within him. {low could he kill the’ mother who 
had given him birth ? How could Apollo be good 
or wise, if he gave him so terrible a task to do? 

Electra saw her brothcr^s distress and was 
quick to urge him on tt) the final act. By killing 
their mother, she said, they would be righteously 
avenging their father; and the commands of the 
god of Delphi were too clear to be disobeyed. So 
Orestes and Pylades went inside the house and 
waited there for the deed which they had to do. 

It was not long before Clytemnestra was at the 
door where Elcctra stood -to greet he*'. Except 
that they were both beautiful, mother aii<^ daughter 
were different indeed to look at ; for Electra was 
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dressed in the ntean black clothes of a poor 
woman, while Clytemnestra wore rich soft gar- 
ments, brilliantly dyed. Xhese were part pf the 
spoils of Troy, and Trojan womeif slaves, won in 
battle by Agamemnon, were at her side to help 
her dismount from her chariot and to attend on 
her. Yet with all the pride of heF bez^ring, 
Clytemnestra was secretly afraid of this daughter 
who had always opposed her and always remained 
faithful to the memory of her murdered, father. 
There was no pity of love in Clytemnestra’s heart 
even now when she* saw the wretched dwelling 
to which Ele/:tra hid been banished and believed 
that inside it was a child newly-born. She wished 
only to see the child, to take her part in the cere- 
monies of purification and to depart again 
quickly ; and so, wifh few words and drawing her 
clothes about her so as to avoid dirtying them on 
the smoky walls of the cottage, she went inside 
the door, as unsuspicious of what was to befall her 
as Agamemnon himself had been of her own plots 
on the day that he came back from Troy. 

Now her fate came upon her quickly. As soon 
as her eyes grew accustomed to the dim light 
inside the hut she saw on the greftmd a dead body 

with the head severed from the neck and she saw 

« 

that the head and body were those of Aegisthus. 
She turned to flee, but was prevented by strong 
arms and, as she looked in the faces of the two 
young rnwi who held ‘her, she knew that the one 
of them who held thei sword was the man whom 
she most feared, her own son, Orestes. She cried 
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out for mercy^but no* mercy’ was given to her. 
Orestes had steeled his heart and there, obeying 
the cfimmands of the .god, he slew his mother to 
avenge his fatlier’s death. 

He had done as the god in Delphi had com# 
manded, but obedience did not bring cfjntent. 
Now he looked with fear and horror at the work 
of his .hands. Terrible shapes rose up before his 
eyes, dreadful creatures who would not let him 
rest or tjleep and which followed him like hounds, 
seeking satisfaction foe his mother’s blood. These 
beings were tii • Kriuyes, implacable divine powers, 
and by them Orestes was liaulitcd night and day, 
driven mad by itheir unceasing persecution. 
Neither his sister l£l^ctra nor his friend Pylades 
could comfort him, nor could his heart fnd rest 
in tlie thought that he had «nly done the bidding 
of a god. Though he travelled far ai\d wide, he 
failed to shake off his pitiless pursuers. Not until, 
after many NVandcrings, he reached Athens and 
put him.sclf under tlic protection of Athene her- 
self did he know any hope or any respite from his 
sufferings. In Athens was given flie final judg- 
ment between Apollo, who had commanded Ores- 
tes to kill, the Aiurderers of his father, and the 
savage Erin\jes, who would never rest till they had 
extracted the full price for a mother’s blood. 
Under the guidance and power of Athene these 
dreadful goddesses now felaxed their claims and 
ever afterwards were worshipped under a different 
name - ‘Thtf Kindly Ones’* - in the city of Athens. 
Orestes, having done much and suffered much. 
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was freed from guilt and the long tale of evil after 
evil which had fallen upon the house of Atreus 
now ended. Orestes reigned in the palace of hir 
father. His sister Electra was given in marriage 
to his faithful friend Pyladcs; nor did the new 
King forget to honour the good man who had 
sheltered her in her misfortunes or that old servant 
to whom he owed his own life. 





THE RESCUE OF 
IPHlGENEIA 


T his is another story told of what happened 
to ^Orestes when hd was haunted by the 
Erinyes; ancf this stovy concerns also his 
long-lost s’ster. Iphigeneia.* 

If is said that even after. Orestes, had come to 
Athens to be purified from the guilt of having 
killed his mother and after he had received the 
protection of the goddess Athene, there were still 
some of those pursuing furiSs, the Erinyes, who 
would not leave him in peace, but continued to 
haunt him, so that from time to time he was 
driven mad 'by their persecution. So he went 
once more to the ternple of 4^pollo at Delphi and 
asked for help, and indeed for simple justice from 
the god, since all his sufferings had come to him 
only because he had obeyed the god’s commands. 
Apollo repjied tft him through his oracle and told 
him that onp more task remained for him to do; 
once this had been carried out, he w'ould be freed 
from his guilt and from the dreadful visions that 
would drive him mad. He was to make a voyage 
into the far north, through those blue and clashing 
rocks past v^hich Jason had once saiicd in the 
Argoj* Beyond these rocks opened out the Black 

*47 
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Sea and on the northern* coasts qf the sea was a 
land of barbarians, the lana of Tauris, wb^ere 
there stood a temple to Apollo’s sister, Artemis. 
But here, in this barbarous country, the goddess 
jvas worshipped with cruel rites and with human 
sacrifyes. All Greeks who were caught on this 
coast were taken to the temple and slaughtered 
at the altar in front of an image of Artemis, a 
koly statue that had fallen . from the skies. And 
now, Apollo commanded Ofestes to gq-to this 
savage and desolate Jand, to steal the statue from 
the .temple and to brin^ it back to Athens. 

To Orestef this Ijcemed a task which, though 
not so dreadful, was at leart as difficult and 
dangerous as had been the' carrying out of ven- 
geance upon Aegisthus and Glytcmnestra ; yet, 
unless he undertook the dangers and the difficulty, 
he knew that he was doomed to a whole lifetime 
of misery and shame. His faithful friend Pylades 
had just married Electra, the sistdr of Orestes, 
but he would not aflo'w anything to prevent him 
from sharing in the perils which Orestes had to 
face and he was determined to go with him. So 
he left his newly-married wife and prepared for 
the long voyage northwards to Tauris, 

What neither Orestes nor Pyladps knew was 
that the priestess of Artemis in Tauris was none 
other than Orestes’ sister, Iphigeneia. She, it will 
be remembered, had suffered a most cruel fate at 
the hands of the Greeks. When the great expedi- 
tion had been about to set sail for Tboy under the 
command of her father Agamemnon, she had 
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been brought^o tlje se*aport of Aulis, where the 
ariny and fleet were delayed by contrary winds, 
!ind there, by the commands of the priests and 
with the consent of her own father, she had been 
offered up, like an animal, for sacrifice to Artemis 
in order that the fleet might have fine anck lucky 
weather fbr its sailing. At the very lasf moment, 
when the knife of sacrifice was being plunged into 
her heart, she had vanished into thin air and ih 
her place a great,* stag was seen on the altar, 
drenched in blood that might have been hers. 
As for Iphigeneia herself, jio one knew what»had 
become of he*' or whether &lic was alive or dead. 

In fact the godfiess Artemis had preserved her 
life, had taken her up by divine power from the 
sight of the army at Aulis and had set her down 
in the barbarian kingdom of the swift-footed King 
Thoas in distant Tauris. Here e\er« since that 
time Iphigeneia had remained as priestess of 
Artemis, a Greek living among barbarians. It 
was her duty to follpw the Jiavage custom of the 
place, and so, whenever any Greek was captured 
on shore or sailing along the coast, it was she who 
had to consecrate him for sacrifice. Not that she 
herself evcj" stained her hands with human blood ; 
what she had to do was to sprinkle water over 
the heads of those who w'ere to be slain, and after 
that they were taken by the guards inside the 
temple, where they wcit slaughtered and their 
bqdies burnt by fire. ThuS Iphigeneia, who had, 
when she whs only a youtig girl, been so nearly 
sacrificed by the Greeks, now became the priestess 
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under whose authority mkny preeks Vere them- 
selves sacrificed. But it was from necessity, not 
from any wish for vengeance, that she performed 
this cruel duty and lived in this savage place. All 
liie time she thought with longing of her distant 
home ,in Argos and in golden Mycenae. ' Some- 
times runtours reached her of the great" war ‘that 
was fought at Troy and in the end she heard the 
rfews that Troy had fallen. But she knew nothing 
of the fortunes of her own farijily, nothing of her 
mother’s treachery or of •her father’s murder. 
Most of all she longed to see her brother Orestes, 
whom she co^ald remember only as a very smal^ 
boy. She could never have imagined that he was 
now close to the wild country where she lived, 
fleeing from the avenging spirits whom he, had 
roused against himsdf by obeying the dreadful 
orders of Apqllo. 

Nevertheless, since she was a priestess and one 
whose mind, could be inspired by divine know- 
ledge, she did have warning of what was to come, 
in a dream ; yet, so unlikely did the truth seem to 
her, that she failed to understand it. She dreamed 
that she was again in her own room in the palace 
of Mycenae and that, while she 'slept,r there was 
an earthquake. In her dream she hv.rried out of 
the house and saw all the roof falling in ; only one 
pillar, the central pillar, remained standing and 
from the head of this pillar there seemed to come 
streams of yellow hair, while the pillar itself spoke 
with a human voice. ‘She herself then sprinkled 
the hair with drops of water, as she used always 
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to do over’thp heads *of those who were to be 
sacrificed to Artemis, and while she sprinkled the 
\vater she wept and she woke weeping. When she 
was awake slie tried to think what the dream 
could mean, and she rightly saw that by thf 
destruction of her father’s house was mea^t the 
dea'di of 'her father and of her mother; the one 
pillar. that still stood must mean Orestes, since 
sons are the pillars pf their father’s houses, and 
Orestes^ was Agaipcmnon’s only son. But she 
could not imagine that Oreites would ever come 
to Tauris or that, if he did so, she could ever 
consecrate him for sacrifice.; hnd sci she failed to 
understand the last part of her dream. She 
thought that it musl mean simply that Orestes 
was dead, and so she mourned all the more 
bitterly, being quite ignorant that Orestes was 
now near at hand and that with l^im she might 
herself be either saved or destroyed. 

For, in the very night when Iphigeneia had 
dreamed this dream^ Oreste.^ and Pylades, with a 
ship of fifty oars, had put in to a creek on this 
wild coast, not far from the place where the 
temple of Artemis stood. They left their ship at 
anchor in, the ^ater near the shore, so that, if 
necessary, the crew would be able to escape, and 
they themselves landed and made their way along 
the coast till they came to the high walls of the 
castle where King Thoats lived and the temple, 
set back from the sea, where, as they had been 
informed, all Greeks who were found in this 
country were put to death- Neither of them knew 
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that at this moment, inside the tefnfile, Orestes* 
sister was thinking of her brother as of one who 
was lost to her for ever, or that, if indeed they*wer<! 
discovered, it was this sister of his who would have 
the duty of preparing them as victims for the 
sacrifice. 

One glance at the firmly bolted gates of the 
temple and at the guards patrolling the battle- 
ments of the castle was enough to show them that 
they jvould have to wait for ni^tfall if thc^ hoped 
to make their way unnoticad into the holy place 
andfSteal the statue for which they had come. So 
they withdrejv to 'a ^sheltered bay where they 
hoped to remain unseen for tha hours of daylight. 
However it happened that the bay to which they 
went, though it looked a desolate enough place, 
was visited from time* to time by the herdsmen of 
the district, who used to go there to wash their 
cattle in the salt water of the sea. Some of these 
herdsmen from the slopes of the hills that sur- 
rounded the bay observed jhe two young men 
sitting by the edge of the surf, polishing their 
weapons and talking together. At first, when they 
saw their long golden hair, their strong limbs and 
noble bearing, they thought tha\; thesr must be 
gods; but there were others among the herdsmen 
who were not so reverent, or not so superstitious, 
and who maintained that the two men were 
shipwrecked Greeks wHo were hiding because 
they knew of the custom of the land. 

Meanwhile the herds of cattle hdd begun to 
make their way down to the beach, and* now 
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there came Orestes one of those fits of sudden 

madness whi^ stifl afflicted him. He seemed to 
See iy front of him those terrible avenging god- 
desses, the Erinyes, .who had pursued him ever 
since his mother’s death. Some had snakes twined 
in theinhair; some \vaved flaming brands of fire, 
and* one ‘of them carried in her arms* the dead 
body pf Clytemnestra. With a great cry Orestes 
sprang to his feet, shaking off the restraining hand 
of Pylff^les, who tfied in* vain to comfort ,him. 
Raising his sword liigh he rushed upon the cattle 
and began to cut them doWn, for in these harm- 
less beasts fic «eemcd to s*e^ the teryble shapes of 
his pursuers. 

So the sea was staihcd red with the blood of the 
slaughtered animals, and now the herdsmen 
gathered together in a bod^, blowing on horns 
and trumpets to summon aid from, all in the 
neighbourhood, and began to hurf stones at the 
two young rhen surrounded on the shore. Soon 
the fit of madness ^that h^d overcome Orestes 
ended and Orestes himself fell to the ground in a 
faint. Seeing him in this defenceless state, the 
herdsmen pressed on, doubling their volleys of 
stones; bpt P^lades stood firm, sheltering his 
friend’s bo4y with his own body and behind the 
screen of his thick cloak which he held over him 
like a shield. And before long Orestes came to 
himself. He looked up and saw the mass of men 
surrounding them. ‘O Pylades,’ he said, ‘it seems 
that Apollo* has sent us here to meet our deaths ; 
but, if we must die, let us at least die w’th honour !’ 
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Then, shouting out his battle cry bore down 
upon the great numbers of' his ememies, and 
Pylades went with him. Neither the herdsmen; 
for all their numbers, nor the sol&iers who had 
Qpme out to join them dared to stand their ground. 
Instead they fell back and from a safe distance 
shot arrows and hurled stones at the two Greeks. 
So they wearied them out and in the end with 
their stones they knocked the weapons from their 
hand,s. 

In this way Orestes and I^lades were over- 
powered and were brdught to King Thoas. When 
the King hacj heard jvhat the herdsmen ha"d to 
say he told them to take the prisoners immediately 
to the temple and to the priestess so that they 
might be sacrificed at once. ‘These men,’ he said, 
‘are without doubt ' great warriors among the 
Greeks. In sacrificing such men our priestess 
must feel joy, since she is avenging herself for what 
the Greeks would have done to her.” 

So Orestes and Py^d'es, with their hands bound, 
were brought into the presence of Iphigeneia, 
whose duty it was to sprinkle their heads with 
water and to say over them the proper prayers. 
Meanwhile within the temple the 'attendants were 
making ready bowls to receive their blood and a 
fire in which their bodies were to be burned. This 
was the moment in which, after so many years, 
Orestes again saw his sister and Iphigeneia her 
brother. 

As she looked at the young men 'in all their 
strength and beauty her heart was stirred to pity 
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them. She icmi.d imagine me gnei which must be 
felt by a mgtner or a sister at losing such sons or 
brothers as these. She was bound, she knew, to 
take her part in the bloody sacrifice, yet she 
wished to delay it, at least for a short time, and 
she questioned the .two strangers, asking them 
theif nanies and where they had come from. But 
Orestes would not tell her his name. He had no 
wish that it should Ije known that he, the last of 
the great house of^Xtreus* had died miseral^ly in 
a barbarian country. .Yet, since her manner was 
so gentle to him, he did noV refuse to speak alto- 
gether. He It Id her that h? dnd Pyjades, though 
not brothers, were*bound together by their friend- 
ship more firmly than any brothers could be, and 
he tpld her also that he came from Argos and from 
Mycenae. 

When she heard these words, the names of the 
great cities of Agamemnon where she had spent 
her childhoo’d, Iphigeneia sighed and she began 
again to question Ivim. Hq told her the whole 
terrible story of which she had never heard, - of 
how Agamemnon had returned iri triumph from 
Troy and had been murdered by his own wife at 
the mom<int ofliis homecoming, and of how the 
murder had been avenged by Agamemnon’s son. 
Iphigeneia listened with amazement and with 
horror. ‘And where is Orestes now?’ she asked. 
‘Is he alive or dead ?’ 

.‘Just now,’ was the reply, ‘he is alive. But 
wherever he is, he is unfortunate.’ 

At'the news that he was alive at al! Iphigeneia 
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was strangely moved. Jt scented to her that the 
dream whicl^ she ‘had had must have been a 
deceitful dream; for even now she could not see 
its true meanhig. Above all now she longed to 
send a message to fter brother to let him know 
that she was still alive. It might be that at some 
time, he might find means to rescue he^ fr<An her 
exil€ on this barbarous coast and bring her back 
to golden Mycenae; and, even if this were top 
much tp be hoped* for, at least it would do her 
heart good only to hold \ome communication 
with him. So she spoke again to Orestes and said : 
‘Stranger, vou say that you *ome from the land 
bf Argos and of iN'^j'cenae, and you look as if you 
came from some noble family. Now there is some- 
one in that land to whom I wish to send a letter. 
If you will swear to carry thfe letter for me, I will 
spare your life and let you go free. I cannot spare 
your friend’s jife too, for neither tin? King nor the 
people of this land would allow it. But one of 
you I may spare.’ 

‘Then’, said Orestes, ‘it is* my friend who must 
take the letter while I remain here to die. Love 
for me, and no other reason, brought him with 
me on this adventure. Indeed it would be shame- 
ful if I allowed him to suffer death and went 
away safe myself. And in any case his life is as 
dear to me as my own.’ 

As Iphigeneia looked* at the young man she 
admired him. ‘Even though you will not tell me 
your name,i she said, ‘I feel sure that you must 
comewfrom some noble family. I pray that my 
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own brother, who is far away from ,me, may be 
one like you, loyal and true to his\'iends.’ 

So she went inside the temple to write the^letter 
that was to be carried back to Airgos. But now 
Pylades in his turn protested that he would not 
save his own life, while Orestes was left to die. 
They' weye comrades together, he said, aijd as 
comrades they should live or die together. ^ 

. Orestes begged his friend to take the letter and 
to live. He urged him to go back and ^omfort 
his sister Electra an/1 to takd not only his own 
kingdom but the kingdom of Mycenae as well. 
‘For myself,’ he said, ‘life cannot in any way be 
happy, since 'l shall still be pur/jued by the aveng- 
ing spirits of my mother’s blood; but you, 
Pylades, can live a noble and a fortunate life. In 
being kind to my sister and in honouring* my 
memory you can give me pleasure even in the 
tomb. It seeftis certain that Apollq has cheated 
me, but you have never deceived me. Your 
friendship fias been always the best thing in life 
that I have known.' Now in the name of this 
friendship I beg you to ,Uve. Tell them in Argos 
that I died bravely and that I was only destroyed 
because I obeyed the commandments of a god. 
I killed my mother and now I must die myself.’ 

‘As for me,’ said Pylades, ‘I shall keep my love 
for you whether you are alive or dead. Yet still 
we are both alive. It may still be that the gods will 
not cheat us - that some mercy may be shown.’ 

So they talked until Jphigeneia, with the letter 
in her hands, came out again from the temple. 
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First she pijt the letten into Pylades’ hands and 
then she asked him to swear an oath that he 
would deliver it safely if she saved his life by 
interceding fo» him with King Thoas so as to let 
him go free. 

‘But,’, said Pylades^ ‘supposing that I were to be 
shipY^recked and the letter was washed from my 
hands by the waves of the sea. Then I could not 
keep my oath. It would be better for you to le^ 
me learn the words of the letter by heart; then, 
so long as my life fe saved, tjie words will also be 
preserved.’ 

Iphigcneif agreed to this. and she began to 
read to him the letter that she had written. ‘My 
words,’ she began ‘are for Orestes, the son of 
Agamemnon, and they come to him from his 
sister Iphigeneia.’ 

When they heard this, botli Orestes and Pylades 
stood dumbfounded. Indeed they tould not be- 
lieve their ears, for both of them thought that 
long before this time Iphigeneia had perished at 
the hands of the god’s. 

Iphigeneia herself did not notice their con- 
fusion. She continued to read aloud the words 
that she had written: ‘I who was sacrificed, they 
say, at Aulis^ am still alive, though I am dead to 
those who love me. The goddess Artemis saved 
my life and brought me to this savage place 
where all my youth ha^ been spent. Now, my 
brother Orestes, I beg ypu to come here and 
reScue me, so that I may ^ee once again my own 
countjry and my own people.’ 
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them as a sacrifice until they had bqen taken to 
the sea, washed in the sea water andd>een purified 
from guilt with the proper prayers. ' Only she? 
Iphigeneia, could perform this O2remony and, 
while she was doing it, all tlfie inhabitants of the 
^ity must stay within the city^ walls, in case they 
too should be involved in the guilt which, was 
being washed away from the two men. Only a 
fpw priests from the temple should attend bn her 
to make sure that the-prisdners should attempt 
no violent escape. 

King Thoas listened to her with attention, since 
he believed that in. matters that concerned reli- 
gion she wa^ much wiser than he. Iphigeneia 
then said that the holy statue itself had been 
polluted by the presence of these strangers and 
that it was necessaryt-to take the statue also down 
to the sea so that it could be ceremonially cleansed 
from the stairt*. Here again King Thoas accepted 
her advice. He gave the orders that she had 
required him to give. He himself with all his 
troops remained within the city walls; the statue 
was brought out from .the temple, and soon a 
small procession began to make its way down to 
the sea. Iphigeneia, as the priestess, carried the 
statue herself; Orestes and Pylades followed her 
and the temple attendants guarded them. 

So they made their way along the shore until 
they had almost reached the place where the 
fifty-oared Greek ship lay at anchor, concealed 
behind a headland, anjd at this point Iphigeneiia 
ordered the temple attendants to bind the bands 
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of Orestes zyid Pylades.* and to wait tiiere while 
she herself ^formed the proper rites over them. 
The attend^ts could not dispute the commands 
of the priestess* of Artemis, nor did they see how 
two men, unarmed tnd fettered, could attempt 
to make an escape. So they remained behind 
whilj Iphigeneia, carrying the statue and followed 
by Orestes and Pylades, went on farther along 
the shore until they were out of sight. 

Time passed and ’still the waiting attendants 
saw no sign of thei# priestess jreturning. At length 
they began to grow uneasy and decided to go 
after her t^^ r’.ake sure thfat all was well. But no 
Sooner had they gone round the n*ext headland 
than they saw a sighfe to surprise them, - a Greek 
war-ship, with fifty men sitting at the oars. The 
anchor was being raised and the hawsers drawn 
aboard. In the stern of the boat stood the two 
strangers, no, longer bound, and w*ith them was 
the priestess of Artemis, holding the statue of the 
goddess in her arms. 

With their wild ’barbari&n cries the temple 
attendants rushed down, towards the shore; but 
they had arrived too late and there were too few 
of them to be a’jle to resist the crew of the Greek 
ship. Standing in the stern Orestes cried out to 
them: ‘Tell your King that it was by the will of 
the gods that I came here. I am Orestes, son of 
Agamemnon, a brother to this Iphigeneia, whom 
I am bringing back to her own home. Apollo 
himself preserves us and it was Apollo who com- 
manded me to take this image of yours to Athens, 
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where it will no 'longer .receive tliQ sacrifice of 
men’s blood, but will be womhippftd as the gods 
ought to be worshipped.’ 

Then he shouted to the rowers and the rowers 
bent forward over their oars# Over the whitening 
foam the ship sh‘ot like an arrow from that savage 
shore? moving too fast for any pursuit. So Ofestes 
brought back his sister to her own land and so he 
himself at last found peace after all that he had 
suffered. 
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I T i; well known how Paris, the son of King 
Priam of Troy, was called upon, while he was 
watching his shc'ep on 'Mount Ida, to judge a 
competition of berfuty between the thiee goddes- 
ses, Hera, Aphrodite and Athene. The goddesses, 
each anx’ou'. to be the ’winner in this contest, 
offered gifts to E»iris. Hera offere’d power and 
Athene offered wisdom; but Aphrodite told him 
that, if only he would declare her to be the winner, 
she would give him Heler#, the most beautiful 
woman in the world, to be his wife. It is known 
how Paris was persuaded to give to ’Aphrodite the 
prize for beauty and how, by doing so, he brought 
utter ruin upon the great city of Troy and death 
to many men, Trojans and Greeks alike. For he. 
stole Helen from her c.wn home and her own 
husband, Menelaus, the King of Sparta and the 
brother qf the powerful King Agamemnon; and 
it was to win her back again that there sailed 
from Greece the great expedition which for ten 
years fought in the plains of Troy. There Hector 
lost his life, and Achilles»and many other warriors 
until, in the end, Troy was taken and Menelaus 
regained his wife, a woman whose faithlessness 
had caused much blood to be shed. 

167 
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This is the story of Helen as it is generally told. 
But there is another and a different^^tory of her. 
According to this other story Helen was neither 
wicked nor faithless. She was the victim of jeal- 
ousy among the gods and shfc most undeservedly 
suffered much Before, in the end, she became 
happy as .she ought always to have been. This 
second story is as follows: 

, Aphrodite wished certainly to keep her promise 
to reward Paris for having givfcn her the prize for 
beauty. And Paris, .when he 'sailed away from 
Sparta, carrying with *nim a lovely woman whom 
he called ‘Helen’, wns cdnvinced that he had had 
his reward, in fact, 'however,, this was not so. 
For Hera, in her anger at his having preferred 
Aphrodite to herself, had cheated him out of his 
real prize. She had. given orders to the god 
Hermes to take Helen away from Sparta and to 
hide her in a distant land. And to take the place 
of Helen she had created out of thin air a phan- 
tom whom Paris took with him to Troy, and 
it was for this phantom that the Greeks and 
Trojans fought 'for so many years. No one could 
tell the difference between the real Helen and 
the phantom. Paris all the time 'believed that it 
was Helen herself who was his wife. Menelaus 

f 

too, when the war was over, believed that he 
was carrying back again in his ship the woman to 
whom he had once been married and who had left 
him. Yet all the Greeks and all the Trojans who 
had fallen in this great .war had fallen for some- 
thing which did not really exist, since all this 
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time Helen Jierself had 'never been in Troy at all. 

■ The real ^elen had been taken up by Hermes 
in fojds of*air, carried far away from her home 
in Sparta, from her loved husband Menelaus and 
from her little daughter Hermione, and set down 
in Egypt, where she^ was entrusted to the care of 
the .»King of that land, Proteus, a ijian* who, 
thoiigji not a Greek, was one who revered the gods 
and who would obey their commands. He had 
been told by Herihes to ’keep Helen safe in his 
kingdom until the*tiipe shoyld come for her hus- 
band Menelaus to find her 'and to take her home 
again. 

• And so for yeaii after year tlelen*lived in exile 
in the palace of King Proteus. She was kindly 
and courteously treated, yet all the time she 
longed for her home and fer her husband who, 
with all the great warriors of the Greeks, was 
fighting bene,ath the walls of Troy ift the mistaken 
belief that ho was fighting, not for a phantom, 
but for his real wife. 

King Proteus had married one of the nymphs 
of the sea and by her .had had* two children, 
both of whom grew up during the time that Helf'n 
was in Egypt. The son was called Theoclymenus. 
He was a brave warrior, though he had a rash 
and hasty temper. His sister was called Theonoe 
and to her the gods hac^ given the power of know- 
ing what was happeningdn any part of the world, 
however far away, and what also was destined to 
happen. Thus she was a gre^it prophetess and 
spent'her life in the pure service of th_ gods. 
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Now so long as Proteus was alive Helen lived 
peacefully in the King’s palace^ though unhappily 
enough, since she was separated from Her hus]:>and 
and her friends and she knew that l^iroughout the 
world the story of her was that she was a faithless 
mfe who had brought on her people the ihorrors 
of a long \var. It was difficult indeed to beat the 
thought of all the hatred that was so wrongly felt 
against her and she often wept when she reflected 
upon what the gods had donte to her. She was 
the daughter of Zeus, himself vf-ho, in the form of 
a swan, had visited Her mother Leda. Her bro- 
thers were the twin Dioscuri, the children of 
heaven. Castor and *Pollux, who were among 
the greatest heroes of the time. Her husband was 
a King. She herself had behaved well and 
worthily of her great position, and yet all her 
family must certainly think of her as a wicked 
and disgracefill creature. It was true that Hermes 
had told her that in the end, when tlie will of the 
gods had been accomplished, she would be re- 
united to her husband and would return to her 
home in Sparta. But in the meantime what might 
not happen ? Men were dying for her sake every 
day and women were being worn ‘out with sorrow 
for husbands, brothers and sons lost in the de- 
structive war. 

So for ten years in Egynt Helen lamented her 
fate. Yet she was at least well treated and her 
person was safe in the care of the good old King 
Proteus. But a time came when even this con- 
solation was taken away from her. Proteus died 
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and his young sort* Theoolymenus bocame King 
in his stead. Now everything* was «^anged. So 
long as his father had been alive Th^oclyn^enus 
had had to obey him. He had treated Helen with 
the respect that was her due and he had followed 
his father’s hospitable way of welcoming all 
Greeks (there were not many of them) w'ho came 
to Egypt from time to time and could te.ll the 
latest rumours, true or false, of the great war still 
raging in the plains of Troy. ‘But now Theocly- 
menus cast off all restraint.. He was determined 
to make Helen his wife, whether she liked it or 
not, and, lest thero should be any hope of her 
ever seeing her husband again,,he gave orders tcf 
his officers that all Greeks landing in Egypt should 
immediately be put to death. 

It seemed to Helen that now there was no 
escape open to her in this life, no possible way of 
relief. She wa^ resolved to remain faithful to her 
husband Menelaus and to refuse -the marriage 
offered to her, or forced upon her, by the young 
King of Egypt. Yet she had no one to defend her 
and no means ’now even of meeting with those 
who might give her hope from the news that they 
might bring. She fled from hei^roonj into the 
open air in front of the great gateway and battle- 
ments of the palace. Here was the tomb of Pro- 
teus and at this tomb she spught refuge, since even 
Theoclymenus, she thought, would not dare to 
violate his father’s tomb by dragging her away 
from it by force. Yet still it seemed ’to her that 
there was nothing in which she could rest her 
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hope. She .began to look forward to death and 
even to contemplate how best she could take her 
©wn^life. TShe did not know that, at this very 
moment wher# she was most vexed with terrible 
thoughts, her deliveiiance and her happiness were 
at hand. 

Npr did she know that by this time, after its 
long siege, Troy had fallen and the victorious 
Greeks were on their way home. When finally 
she received the netvs it came to her in such a way 
as to make her cven^more ynhappy than before. 
For one day a Greek wh'o had fought in the 
Trojan war landed in Egypt and, not knowing 
that all Greeks w^e hated by the King of Egypt, 
made his way to tho tall palace by the banks of 
the Nile. This Greek was Teucer, the famous 
arclier and the brother of th« great Ajax, who had 
been one of the foremost of all the warriors at 
Troy. In the end Ajax had met with a cruel fate. 
He had quarrelled with the other leaders of the 
Greeks and then the gods had taken away hie 
right mind and made him mad. When once more 
he came back to his senses he was so ashamed 
that he took his own life. Tcucer, his brother, h:'.d 
sailed home sorfowfully and when he reached his 
home in the island of Salamis that lies, shaped 
like a bean* off the coast of Athens, his father. 
King Telamon, treatq^ him most unjustly. He 
blamed him, quite withowt reason, for his brother’s 
death, and since he had come home without the 
great Ajax, mo welcome was given to him and he 
was, after so many years of fighting abioad, driven 
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out again into exile'. Now, With a chosen company 
of men, he was on his way towards th^ eastern sea 
where he was to found a city, another 'Salan^is, in 
the island of Cyprus. His ship had •entered Egyp- 
tian waters undetected and had avoided the great 
storm in which, ’ as we shall see, another of the 
Greekc ha,d almost perished. So Teucer came to 
the palace of Theoclymenus, intending to ttsk for 
help and for guidance on his way. 

The first thing that he saw was Helen standing 
by the tomb of Prote;us, beautiful and distressed. 
He turned upon her and cursed her; not that he 
beliWed that she really was Helen, because he 
had seen witH his own eyes that other Helen who 
was a phantom carried off from Troy by Mene- 
laus. But he so hated the woman who had been 
the cause of all his sufferings that even to be re- 
minded of W’’ by one who, he thought, so closely 
resembled hei*, made him half-crazy with anger. 
Helen spoke to him gently. ‘Why do you blame 
me,’ she said, ‘for what I have not done?’ And 
Teucer was moved 'by her words and by her 
manner. ‘Forgive me,’ he said, ‘for my sudden 
anger. But I and all the Greeks have suffered 
countless miseries because of a woman who looks 
so exactly like you that I can scarcely believe my 
own eyes.’ Then, still not knowing that it was to 
Helen herself that he wqs. speaking he told her 
what he knew. It was, for her, a sad story to hear. 
Troy, he told her, had fallen after ten years of 
fighting in which many., of the best of the Greeks 
had lost their lives. Menelaus had sacked the 
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city, and had taken awjy with him *tHe faithless 
wife for whose sal^e the war had been fought. 
Hut a great %torm had scattered the ships. Mene- 
laus had never reached home and it was believed 
that he and all his sljip’s company had been lost 
at sea. ^t this news Helen could scarcely prevenif 
herself frcgti crying oiit, but she found courj^e to 
ask rri^ore questions and, as Teucer answered them, 
she became more wretched still. Her mother, 
Leda, so Teucer told* her, had hanged herself be- 
cause of the shan^e she feU at her daughter’s 
conduct. As fof her Brothei^, the Dioscuri, there 
were two st^oric;; and Teucer did not know which 
one was true. Sor^c said that they also had died 
because of the disgrjicc which their sister had 
brought upon them ; but others said that, because 
of their virtuous and great bleeds, they had been 
set in the heavens like shining stars and had 
joined the company of the gods. It was, as will 
be seen, the .’second of these stories which was 
correct. 

Miserable as she was when she heard these 
words of Teucer, Helen jvas still able to control 
herself. She could not tell him who she was; fo' 
in the first placet he would never believe it; and, 
even if he ^id believe it, he would not be able to 
help her to feturn to Greece, for he himself was 
an exile. So she simp^ warned him to escape 
from Egypt as quickly 4s he could, since King 
Theocly menus "would kill every Greek whom he 
fotmd in his kingdom. Teucer thanked her for her 
advic^. ‘Indeed, ’#Ke said, ‘though you have a face 
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like Helen’s, you*' heart, is very different from 
hers. I pray that Helen may^be drowned in the 
deep sea, but for you I wish every happiness that 
can come to you.’ 

So he went on his way ^nd left Helen more 
'unhappy than 'she had ever been; for now it 
seemed that she had been betrayed by the^gods 
and had nothing to live for at all. Till this 
.^noment she had still believed, or half believed, 
that somehow and some day her husband would 
return to her, but now, if what Teucer told her 
was true, Menelaus was dead and had died with- 
out' ever knowing that she had always been 
faithful to him. It seemed that she was wholly 
lost. She could marry Th/ioclymenus and be a 
queen; but that she was resolved not to do. It 
would be better, sb/? thought, to die, and she 
began to plan how she could take her own life. 
Indeed her fate was a sad one. To other women 
beauty had always brought happiness, or at least 
the opportunity for it., but in Helen’s case, it was 
just this great beauty of hers that had ruined her 
life. 

One thing she determined to do before she 
killed herself, Theoclymenus, sbe knew, was out 
hunting. So she would leave the sa'nctuary of 
Proteus’ tomb, go into the palace afid there con- 
sult the King’s sister, Theonoe, the prophetess 
who knew everything, fjoth the present and the 
future. She was good, and, if she were earnestly 
besought, she would tell her whether Menelaus 
was still alive or whether he had been lost.in the 
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waves of the^sea. Helen,' dreaded to aisk the ques- 
tion, yet ask it shq, must; for she could not kill 
herself unices she was certain beyond all doubt 
that no hope,-. not even the faintest, remained 
to her. 

And so, walking carefully, in case she might bu 
seized upon by some' guard set for her by Xheo- 
clymenus, she left the monument which was her 
refuge and she entered the great gates of the 
palace, knowing that, once she had made her way 
to Theonoe, she w^uld be safe, since the prophet 
tess was so holy that not 'even the King, her 
brother, Wviuki dare to distprb one who ‘had 
placed herself undpr her protection.* 

But no sooner had. she gone inside the palace 
than the very thing for which she had so long 
been wailing actually took^jlace. Menelaus, her 
husband, returned. But he returned in a way 
that was unexpected and no one who saw him as 
he drew neai,' the palace would have guessed that 
he was a great King. For he came in rags, with 
hair and beard unkempt. His face bore all the 
marks of suffering and privation, for he had long 
been driven by storms across the angry seas as he 
tried to make hjs w'ay back from Troy, carrying 
with him /n his ship that phantom woman whom 
he had seized from the captured city and w'hom 
he believed to be his real wife. And now*, by the 
will of the gods, his ship*had been wrecked on the 
rocks just by the very place where Helen herself 
•had so long.been waiting for him. Menelaus had 
escap^ed from tht'Avfeck and so had riost of his 
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crew together with that beautiful living in^age 
which they all believed to be Helen. It seemed 
to them that their case was desperatev They had 
lost their ship and were not even certain ot what 
land they stood on. Menelaus had ordered his 
cnen to remain in hiding in a cave on the shore 
of the sea and there to guard his wife - for so he 
called the creature who had caused all his suffer- 
ings. He himself, seeing a great palace towering 
above the level plain, had determined to go there 
and,- though a King, to beg for bread for himself 
and his company, arid, if tKe people in this part 
of tlie world should prove hospitable, to ask for 
help as well.'’ 

So, just as Helen had gone inside the palace, 
terrified that she might be told by the prophetess 
that her husband \yas dead, Menelaus himself 
arrived at the palace gates, alive and strong, 
although instead of king’s clothing he was dressed 
in wretched rags and instead of meeting with the 
reception* due to a king he was forced to knock 
at the gate like any beggar. 

As he knocked a woman servant half-opened 
the door, but refused to let him in. Seeing his 
miserable clothing she was at iirst for driving 
him away like a dog, but there was something in 
his bearing which impressed her and in the end 
she spoke to him kindly. When she discovered 
that he was a Greek, she 'warned him to escape 
at once. ‘In our house,’ she said, ‘no Greek is 
welcome’, and when Menelaus asked her the 
reason for this, she replied 'xt is because the 
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daughter Zeus, Helen, is living in this land.’ 

• •Menelaus was ^tonished at the words. His 
wife, - the 6ne whom he had just left in the cave, - 
could not have stolen away from there and reached 
the palace before him. ‘What Helen do you 
mean?’, he enquired and the v^oman answered 
him, calmly ‘Helen 'of Sparta, who earner here 
beforq the Greeks set sail for Troy.’ 

Then she shut the door in his face and left hint 
entirely bewildered.' For* how could he possibly 
believe what she said? He^had fought in Troy 
for ten years and in the en^ had won back from 
that city '.voman who to hvm and to everyone 
slse was ‘Helen’. He had jiist left h^r in the cave. 
Yet what was he to make of this maid servant’s 
words ? It occurred to him that perhaps in Egypt 
also there was a place calloiel ‘Sparta’ and in this 
Egyptian Sparta there had lived a woman called 
‘Helen’. It sounded improbable; bfut’what other 
explanation could there be ? 

And now, while he was reflecting on the strange 
words which he had heard* and was wondering, 
what next he could do -.to help himself and his 
companions, the gates of the palace opened ?nd 
Helen herself came out from them. At first she 
did not notice Menelaus, for she was smiling to 
herself and her eyes were fixed in thought upon 
the ground. She smilfd because she had heard 
good news, "fhe prophetess Theonoe had told 
her the truth which was that, though her husband 
had been shipwre cked , he was alive and he was 
very close at haifH. So, as she cam . slowly for- 
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ward from the palace, she was occupied in plead- 
ing thoughts. ‘O when, when’,, she said to herseh^ 
‘will he come, the husband whom I h'ave waited 
for so long ?’ 

Then she raised her eyes and saw standing in 
ffont of her, betvJeen her and the tomb of Proteus 
which w^s her sanctuary, a tall strong man, 
wretchedly dressed and with every mark of .hard- 
ship upon him. Her first thought was that this 
must be some servant of TheoClymenus sent there 
to intercept her and tp preven^'he^ from reaching 
the safety of the toml). In terror she sprang past 
him and began to -run the short distance that 
separated her’from her place of sanctuary, Mene^# 
laus called out to her not to be afraid of him, since 
he meant no evil to her, but she would not sjop 
until she had reached the altar which stood by 
the tomb. There she knew that she was safe and 
there, clinging to the altar, she turned to look 
more closely at the man from whom she had fled. 
Menelaus also looked at her and he was astonished 
at what he saw. ‘Who are you?’ he asked in 
amazement and now Helen, amazed too, since 
she saw beneath the wretched rags and all the 
marks of hardship the royal bearing jvhich she 
knew, tremblingly replied ‘I ask the same ques- 
tion. Who are you ?’ 

‘You look’, said Men^j»us, ‘exactly as Helen 
looks.’ 

‘And you’, said Helen, ‘look to me like Mene- 
laus.’ For, even though she knew him, she 
scarcely dared to believe in whht she knew* 
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-Menelays is ind*eedimy name’ h'e said. ‘And 
it is the name of a man who has suffered much.’ 

At this ^ielen threw her arms about his neck. 
‘O welcome !’«she cried, ‘my husband! Welcome 
to your wife who h^s waited so long for you I’ 

But ,Menelaus unclasped hef hands from his 
necjf and stepped away from her. ‘Wife!’ b/: said. 
‘Ybu^are not my wife. I have a wife afready, the 
woman whom I took from Troy. You look likf 
my wife certainly, but th« plain fact of the matter 
is that you are notj 

Then Helen tried to explain to him what had 
happened, that it was only a phantom wh<? had 
^one to^Troy witj;i Paris aftd that She herself, his 
real wife, had remained faithful to him all these 
years in Egypt, Menelaus listened to her, but 
still he could not believe Aer. He thought that 
this was some trick or sorcery that was being 
practised upon him. For how cosilcf he and all 
those other^ have fought and suffered so long at 
Troy for something which was only a figure of 
air, something that was not the real thing? S , 
though he had now at l^st discovered his real wiie 
and could have known her as a much b^'tter 
woman than hahad thought, he could not believe 
in the fact, so much was his mind dominated by 
what he ha*d thought previously and by the long 
years of his hardship.. Indeed he would have If ft 
her there and then, in spite of everything she 
might have said to him apd in spite of the perfect 
beauty which was he iiown, if it had not happened 
that. he now roJ;eived some strang news which 
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made him, finally, *acknowlc(ige the happy truth. 

Just as he had dragged himself away from 
Helen’s arms there came gunning to ‘the palace 
gates one of his own company, an 6ld soldier who 
had fought with him throughout the war and who 
had been his faithful servant ever since the time 
long ago yvhen he had married Helen in his town 
land of Sparta. The old man came in a state of 
great excitement and at first did not notice Helen 
while he hurried to tell his surprising story. What 
had happened was tWo : soon rfter, Menelaus had 
left the cave the woman or phantom whom he 
and all the others believed to be Helen had risen 
to her feet wifh a strange look ir- her eyes and had 
briefly spoken to the men who gathered about 
her. ‘Wretched Trojans’, she had said, ‘and 
wretched Greeks, albt^f you who died for me in 
battle and on the high seas, thinking that you were 
fighting for Hfelen, when you were only fighting 
for me, a creature made by the gods for their own 
purposes out of thin air ! No>v my mission is over 
and I must go back into the air from which I was 
formed. I telPyou that*-you fought for nothing 
and that Helen, the wife of Menelaus, is innocent.’ 
As she spoke these last words she melted away 
from their eyes into the surrounding, air and the 
place where she had just been standing was left 
empty. . 

So the old man, bewildered and. amazed, told 
his story to Menelaus.. Then he noticed Helen 
herself standing in front of .bijji and"he became 
more puzzled than everj since 'his first thought 
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that tjie woman Ivho had so miraculously 
disappeared from* the cave had now, in some 
equ^ly miraculous way, reappeared in front of 
the palace. He did not know what to make of it. 
But Menelaus saw at once that this woman whom 
he had.been on the point of rejecting was indedU 
his own wife, restored to him faithful %nd Joving 
by the gods who had indeed treated both her 
and him cruelly but who had allowed finally the 
truth to be revealed! Joyful now indeed was theg: 
meeting, as they ^laspe^^ach other in loving 
arms and each blessed the other for the happiness 
which they found together.# As they began to 
i^eak agd to tell .each other of theit fortunes, the 
old soldier, who hack been bewildered at what he 
saw, began to understand what really had hap- 
pened and he too rejoictd with them, for he 
remembered their marriage and, like a trusty 
servant, he honoured the good* name of his 
master’s hotlse. 

But now, after the joy of their recognition, the 
shadow of fear and of anxiety fell over them. F. • 
how were they to escape ? Menelaus had lost his 
ship, so that the^ sea was closed to them. He and 
his men jvere brave warriors but they were too 
few to fight with the armies of the King of Egypt. 
Nor could they escape on land since Theocly- 
menus had chariots, and horses which would 
overtake thegri. It was certain too that Theo- 
clymenus, who desired Helen for his own wife, 
would kiil*Menel3.<i$,^Ji} spite of the fame and 
glory he had wt>n at Troy, if he t/er suspected 
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who he was.' Moreover il seemed injpossible fbr 
him not to know, because Xheonoe, his sister, 
could never be deceived and she, partFy fronj fear 
and partly from love of her brother, would tell 
him that Menelaus, the man whom he most 
■fished to destro5', was in his hands. . 

And so., as they entered into their difficylties 
and dangers, their newfound joy gave \^ay to 
sorrow, for indeed there seemed no hope of their 
gyer escaping from Egvpt and its King. Mene- 
laus could think of plan^fcxcept to take his 
stand upon the tomb and there die fighting; 
Helen would die with him rather than fall into 
the hands of Theoclyfnenus. 

It seemed that what the^ teared would take 
place almost at once; for now Theonoc, the 
prophetess, with the priests and priestesses of her 
religion accompanying her, came out of the 
palace. She rtcognised Menelaus at once, for she 
was filled -with divine power. The gods had been 
speaking to her and she knew that among the 
gods themselves there was argument and debate 
as to whether Menelaus and Helen should be 
allowed to live or not. Hera, the wife of Zeus, 
who had made the phantom in Helen’s shape, 
now wanted to reward Menelaus for his sufferings 
by giving him back his true wife. But Aphrodite 
wanted them both to peri§h in case it should be 
known that she had not been able to keep her 
word to Paris and that he had enjoyed the love, 
not of Helen, but of a fre^i^e made out of tlie 
air. Now it was for Theonoe Tierself to decide 
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which of ^ese goddeSses should Have her will. 
For, if once she tpld her brother that Menelaus 
was jn his^ower, Menelaus, and Helen after him, 
would certairiiy die. Loyalty to her brother and 
fear for her own safety, if she should deceive him, 
made her incline to tell him the truth. But she 
listened 4o what Helen and Menelaus had, to say 
to hjer- They reminded her that her father 
Proteus had been instructed to keep Helen safe 
and, in due time,*{o return her to her husband, 
and they begged her not V^bring shame upoh'the 
memory of her good father, who had acted 
righteou>ly all his life, by .betraying the* trust 
which had been imposed in* him. She herself, they 
pointed out, was th« servant of the gods and how 
cquld it be right to serve the gods except by acting 
righteously ? 

As Theonoe listened to them her mind altered. 
She knew that it was wrong to betray innocent 
people to death and she determined that she 
w'ould do right, even at the risk of her owm h%. 
She promised them that she would not tell h ' 
brother of the presencc.of Menelaus; but beyona 
this she w'ould not go. If they were to escape, *hey 
must manage the manner of their escape them- 
selves. She would not offend her brother further 
by actively aiding them in the attempt. 

And so she left tbpm freed from one anxiciy, 
but surrounded w'ith .others. At any moment 
King Theoclymenus might return from hunting 
and, even "if he did nrjtjtnow who Menelaus was, 
he might put him to death simply t ocause he was $ 
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a Greek. Once more it soemed that QOthing was 
left to them except to die bravely, and death 
would indeed have been their fate, had ’not H^len} 
who was as intelligent as she was beautiful, 
thought of a clever plan by which to deceive the 
Ring and, if all <vent well, to secure their, safety. 

Heiiplan was to go into tiie palace and there 
cut her hair short and put on black robes of 
mourning, for she was going to pretend that she 
h^d received news tha]> her husband Menelaus 
had been drowned at^?^a. N^enclaus himself was 
to pretend to be the man who had brought this 
news*; he was to say that he was a sailor on the 
ship that had been wrecked #nd that « he had 
actually seen Menelaus die# Helen would then 
tell Theoclymenus that, now that her husbapd 
was dead and would wcver return, she was ready 
to marry him; but she would ask him first to let 
her have a ship so that she might sail out a little 
distance into the sea and there make the proper 
sacrifices and offerings for those who had been 
drowned and whose bodies would never be placed 
in a tomb. She ‘would ask. for rich gifts to be given 
to the dead and she would ask that Menelaus and 
his men (whom Theoclymenus wDuld tj^ink were 
the survivors from her dead husband’s ship) 
should join her in making the offerings. Then, 
once they were at sea, ^tjhey would fight the 
Egyptian crew for the control of tl^e ship and, if 
they were successful, would set sail for Greece. 

It was a daring plan, J'jitJj;^was the only plan 
that seemed to offer any hope. Menelaus sent his 
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SeiVant to his meii to hold themselves ready 
and to hide the swords they carried underneath 
4heii; garnlents, and Helen went into the palace 
in order to dtess herself as though she were in 
mourning. 

The plan had been made onl^ just in time, fdr 
now Theoclymenus rode up to tne pjilacg, sur- 
rounded by his attendants, his hunting dogs and 
his horses. He was angry because he had been 
told that a Greek 'liad c.Y:apcd the notice of thg 
guards whom he k.ad pos\d along the coast and 
had entered tlic land of Egypt. He was deter- 
mined to I'ave this man’s life and would have*been 
«iore dpterminecUstill if he had kilown that this 
Greek was none otheB than great Mcnelaus himself. 

^oon, however, when he saw Helen come out 
of the palace, with her hai^icut short and wearing 
black robes, his anger gave way to astonishment. 
She seemed no longer afraid of him but came 
quickly tow&rds him with bent head and told him 
that she had now received certain news that h-'r 
husband had been lost at sea, so that now si 
could accept the offer oCmarriagcvhich Theocly- 
menus had ma^e to her. At the same time she 
beckonec^ Mendaus to come forward (for he had 
hidden behind the tomb when he saw Theocly- 
menus approach). ‘This is the man’, she said ‘who 
has brought me the iiews of my husband. If it is 
news that pleases you, I beg you to reward him 
for it.’ 

* Theoclymenus wa<! Conceited enough to sup- 
posothat Helervreally wanted to rnai 1 y him. ‘You 
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have done wisely’, •he saifi to' her, ‘and you shall 
have the most splendid wedding. All the nobles 
of Egypt will be present and will brin^ you*gift». 
You must not grieve at losing your«husband. You 
will find me a much better jman than Menelaus 
Was. And as for this stranger’ (and here he turned 
to Menelaus) ‘since he has brought me such good 
news, his life shall be spared, he shall be^given 
decent clothes to wear and I shall even invite him 
40 my wedding banqu^.’ 

^elen was pleased^io find>hat Thcoclymenus 
was so stupid and vain as to have fallen into the 
.trap* which she had. laid for him. Next she asked 
him to show *his love' for her J?y granting her ^ 
request and Theoclymenus willingly agreed. 
‘There is a custom’, said Helen, ‘among the Grepks 
which is that, when annan is drowned at sea, his 
nearest relatives sail out in a ship and hold a 
funeral cerembny for him, even though his body 
is lost. I beg you to let me do this for'my husband 
Menelaus.’ 

Theoclymenus at once agreed to let her have a 
ship for the performance.of this ceremony. Being 
a barbarian, he was naturally impressed by Greek 
customs and asked Helen exactly what offerings 
were required for the dead. Helen replied that, 
for a man of the high rank of Menelaus, the ship 
should be loaded with clothing and armour and 
food of all kinds, together with animals for sacri- 
ficing. ‘And then’, she added, ‘it would be a good 
thing if this stranger hfr^(and she* pointed to 
Menelaus) were to be put in cqmmand of the 
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ship, since hS and his rijen knQw the* right way of 
making the sacrifiqes and how far exactly in the 
sea tlje ship ought to go.’ 

To this also«Theocly menus agreed. In a way 
he was pleased that .Helen seemed so anxious to 
perform all the proper rites for her dead husband*, 
for, in his vanity, he thought that she woulc^ have 
an equal respect for him as soon as she had 
married him. And so he gave orders to fit ouj, 
a swift ship of SMon jwid to provide all the^ 
gifts and offeringSp. which xpelen had asked’^for. 
Menelaus meanwhile was taken inside the palace 
whe're he 'vas given a bath ;ind presented *with. 
ftne clol;hes. Whfwi he carrte out a^ain, with all 
the marks of travel iyid of the shipwreck washed 
aw,ay, dressed as he ought to be and girt with his 
own sword, there was something so royal in his 
bearing that anyone less vain and opinionated 
than Thcoclymenus would have ifiai'velled at it 
and would ^ve thought twice before handing 
over to such a man the woman whom he desired 
to be his wife. But Theocly*menus was so busy in 
making arrangements fpr holding his own wed- 
ding feast that it never occurred to him that there 
was any dangcr ^hat this feast might never be held. 

And now the rest of Menelaus's ship’s company 
arrived, strong tough men, with fierce and eager 
eyes, veterans of the .Trojan war. Each had his 
sword hidden under hfs garments and each was 
ready to fight grimly to .win a way home again 
t*o the land they loved 

So Theoclyj;Henus told the captain of his 
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Egyptian cre'w to obey thfc oMers of the man. he 
called ‘the stranger’ until the sacrifices were over 
and then to bring back to him the w^man„whe 
was to be his bride. ‘Do not mown too much,’ 
he said to Helen. ‘Remember that you will soon 
have a husband Vho is a King.’ 

‘Tl^at also is my prayer,’ said Helen as, she 
looked at Menelaus. Then Theoclyment|;s left 
them, and the animals and rich gifts were loaded 
^n to the ship. The E^ptiar* rowers took their 
places at the oars; jlre sails^werc hoisted up; 
Helen and Menelaus went down the gangway 
and 'after them came the Greek sailors who sat 
together in the prow,' waiting^, tense and eage?, 
with their faces fixed on Menelaus. Menelaus 
ordered the helmsman to steer the ship out to §ea 
and, when they had g«ne some distance from the 
shore, he told his men to lift out of the hold the 
great bull whreh had been brought for sacrifice. 
Then he drew his sword and stood iri* front of the 
bull ready 'to cut its throat. The Egyptian rowers 
and officers waited, expecting that he would make 
some prayer for the dead man whom they be- 
lieved that they were there to honour. But 
instead of this Menelaus lifted up his voice and 
cried out : ‘O great Poseidon, god of the sea, grant 
my prayer. After all our sufferings, bring me and 
my wife home to Hellas ancj. to Sparta.’ Then he 
plunged the sword into tlie bull’s throat and the 
blood spurted out directly into the sea, an omen 
which seemed to show tj^ his prayer would bte 
granted. 
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The Eg^tians ’wefe displayed. ' ‘There is 
trfcachery on this ship,’ they began to say. But 
Menelaus*shoutecf out to his men: ‘Now, my 
comrades, shc®v these* foreigners how you fought 
at Troy. Strike them down and hurl every one 
of thenj into the sea.’ He himself sprang forward, 
dealing great blows 'with his sword, and his men 
followed him like wolves. As for the *Egyptians 
they Ibught back with oars, with pieces of timbe?^ 
and with every weapon that came to hand, 'but 
they could not long resist •^hese trained soldiers of 
the Greeks fitting to regain their native land. 
Only one of them escaped t^je slaughter anti he^ 
swimming in the, ^ea, was picked »p by another 
siiip an5 taken back^to land where he told King 
Theoclymenus that his bride had been stolen 
away from him and that Ube stranger’ who had 
outwitted them was great Menclaus himself. 

The anger of Theoclymenus was 'unbounded 
and it turnaci at once against his sister Theonoe 
who had known that M^nelaus was present in 
the land and who h*ad concealed her knowledge. 
In spite of all that his counsellors could do. or sa) , 
Theoclymenus determined immediately to put 
his sister to deafli ; but, as he was actually on nis 
way to def this evil thing, he was prevented by the 
gods. For there suddenly appeared in front of 
him two shining figures like stars, strong and 
beautiful young men lading upon white horses. 
These were the Dioscuri, the brothers of Helen, 
who had net died but hii^d been taken up into the 
heavens to join the gods. Theoclymenus was 
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abashed by their presence jind he listtnea humbly 
to their words. They told him that what had 
happened was the will of Zeus. It wasr- right, thaf 
Helen should be reunited with hei«, husband, and 
Theonoe had done rightly, in reverencing the 
commands that" had been given to Ifroteus. 
Theoglynienus therefore must lay aside his anger 
and look elsewhere for a wife. 

, As he listened to the divine beings Theocly- 
jnenus felt the passion .in his -heart decline. He 
was'glad that he had^Keen prfvented from com- 
mitting a crime and he blessed Helen. ‘For’, he 
said, ''she is altogether exceptional among women, 
being not only beautiful, byt also wise and 
faithful.’ 

As for Helen and Menelaus, fair winds carried 
them on their way ovf^ the green and the blue of 
the sea. After so many years of pain they were 
happy and happily they lived in Sparta. Nor did 
they ever know death, for when th^ir years on 
this earth "were over, the gods carried them to the 
Islands of the Blessed, a place where no keen 
winds come, no snow oc storms of rain; gently 
the waves break on those sunlit shores and the 
mild air they breathe there keepsithem young for 
ever in this garden that the gods have made for 
them. Here they know no sorrow and no toil, 
but live easily like the blessed gods themselves. 



